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THE SECRET FOE, 



CHAPTER I. 



** You here, Fitzmaurice I" exclaimed a sturdy 
parliamentariaii, whom the yomig soldier en- 
countered in the Strand, on his way to White- 
hall, wliither he was proceeding within two 
hours after his arrival in London. 

" I believe I am Maurice Fitzmaurice still, 
though some strange adventures have made me 
almost doubt my own identity," replied the youth 
with a smile. " You look not only surprised, but 
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2 THE SECllET FOE, 

grieved, or displeased at my presence, Merton. 
What is the meaning of this ?" 

*^ Tut ! It is enough to be called on for the 
meaning of words ; one's looks are free as yet, 
though I know not how long they may remain 
so. I thought not to see thee here so openly. 
But whither wend you ?" 

" To ^Vhitehall on the instant" 

Merton looked cautiously round ; then draw- 
ing Fitzmaurice into a narrow passage, spoke in 
a low voice, evidently fearful of being o\'er- 
heard. " Better take horse to Dover, or boat 
at Blackfriars, and cross to France, as quick as 
may be.. The Lord General waxes wrath with 
thee ; and the bold spirits who bearded a king 
seem like to succumb to a brewer. I know not 
how much longer there may be a parliament." 

*^ Thanks for your counsel, though I follow 
it not, Merton, The Lord General hath seem- 
ing cause for wrath ; but I have that to say 
which will allay it." 
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THE SECRET FOE. , y 

" Nay go thy way then, and report not my 
meddling : for myself, I would rather brave a 
lion in his hunger, than Cromwell in his anger. 
So fare ye well ; and good attend you.'' 

** The same to yoti, " replied Fitzmaurice ; 
passing on with a smile, which spoke his cer- 
tainty of easily appeasing the Lord General's 
wrath. 

The old palace of Whitehall, towards which 
Fitzmaurice bent his steps, then occupied a 
considerable space along the banks of the 
Thames, contiguous to where Westminster 
bridge now stands, conomencing at the present 
Privy Gardens, and ending near Scotland 
Yard. It extended also from the river to St. 
James's Park, along the boundary of whidi, in- 
cluding the Cockpit and Spring Gardens, many 
of itB various buildings were situated. 

Herbert de Burgh, Justiciary of England in 
the reign of Henry 3rd, who was its first owner, 
left it in 1242 to the Monastery of Black 
B 3 
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4 THE SECRET FOE. 

Friars, Holbom; who selling it to Walter 
Gray, Archbishop of York, it subsequently be- 
came the property of succeeding prelates ; and 
was the York House more than once mentioned 
t»y Shakespeare. 

Henry 8th taking a fancy to it, Wolsey, as 
Archbishop of York, found it prudent to dis- 
pose of the palace to that arbitrary monarch, 
from whose time it became the residence of the 
Sovereigns of England till 1695, when it was 
consumed by fire ; and Queen Anne in conse- 
quence removed to St. James's. 

Henry tlie 8th threw a gallery across the 
street to the new park of St. James's, which was 
formed about the same, time from the grounds 
of a dissohed monastery of this name ; and 
created on that side of the way, a Cock-pit, 
Tennis court, &c. Many of Cromwell's letters 
about this time are dated from the Cock-pit, 
whilst his subsequent ones are usually dated 
Whitehall. 
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THB SECRET FOE. 5 

The Banquetting House, now commonly 
called Whitehall, which was built by James L 
in the room of an old building devoted by 
Elizabeth to a similar purpose, alone escaped 
the fire ; and still remains a monument of the 
purer taste introduced by Inigo Jones. It was 
the only part of the intended new structure 
built by him. The roof was painted by Rubens 
1629, who received from Charles I, three thou- 
sand pounds, and knighthood for his labour. 

With a mind fully occupied on other matters, 
Fitzmaurice scarcely afforded a thought to Mer* 
ton's caution, but pursued his way with a hasty 
step, and unobservant eye. H^^ found no diffi*- 
culty in gaining admission at Whitehall, but as 
he was traversing a gallery, at the end of which 
was an apartment with the door ajar, he heard 
Cromwell say as if in reply to some previous 
observation : — 

" It grieves me to believe this evil of the 
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6 THE SECRET FOE. 

youth, for my soul was knit unto him, for his 
gallant conduct at Worcester." 

** He hath sat in the tents of the ungodly — 
he hath toyed with aMidianitish woman," replied 
Colonel Falconer in a clear, stem voice. 

Fitzmaurice started ; and for the first time 
thought of Merton's report with uneasiness. 

" This is folly," he said to himself as he fol- 
lowed the servant into this very apartment. 
*^ These words must refer to another — they can- 
not refer to me. Or if they should, a brief 
explanation wiU dispel all doubts of my truth." 
As the domestic announced that Captain 
Fitzmaurice requested an audience with the 
Lord General, Cromwell and his guest ex- 
changed looks of surprise; whilst a shade of 
regret might also have been marked on the face 
of the former, as if he would rather have been 
spared the necessity of condemning one, whom 
he had formerly esteemed. 
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THE SECRET FOE. ? 

As the young soldier entered the room, with 
his usual frank, but respectful bearing, showing 
no fear, and no embarrassment, this expression 
of regret passed away fnan his features ; and if 
Cromwell did not welcome the new comer 
as cordially as he had parted with him, still there 
was enough of good-will in his manner to show 
that if something inclined to anger, he was still 
more inclined to hear with patience and judge 
with leniency. 

Not so Colonel Falconer. He who at Ames'- 
bury had bade Fitzmaurice regard him as a 
friend, and call on him for aid in any emergency, 
was at Whitehall the rigid judge ; stem, cold, 
and suspicious. 

" I fear your excellency holds me to blame 
for not resuming my military duties at the 
time appointed," began Fitzmaurice with a 
respectful yet ma,nly tone, as Cromwell mo- 
tioned him to take a seat ; " but when you hear 
that I haye only just risen from a sick bed, you 
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Will, I trust, acquit me of any wilful neg- 
lect." 

"A sickness; it may be caused by your 
leaving off the sling so shortly after our last 
interview, though, when pleading for leave of 
absence, you assured me that Doctor Bates, 
whilfit prescribing the Wiltshire air as needful 
to your health, had forbade you to lay it aside 
for three weeks at the shortest," observed the 
Lord General with an incredulous smile. 

" Such was his order ; and I admit my indis- 
cretion in disobeying it," replied Fitzmaurice, 
xeddening as he remembered that the sling had 
been laid aside not to shock the false Edith, by 
reminding her that he had fought at Worcester 
against her party and kindred. " But though 
the wound in my arm broke out afresh from 
my imprudence, it was one subsequently re- 
ceived, piercing my side, that detained me so 
long on a sick bed." 

"Might it not have been as well. Captain 
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THE SECRET FOB. 9 

Fitzmaurlce, had you sent a messenger to 
inform us of this same wound ?" asked Crom- 
well drily. 

** Had this been in my power, my lord, it had 
been done ; but, till the last ten days, I was 
delirious ; and then too helpless to write, or to 
procure a messenger. I pray your excellency 
to believe that my silence arose from no want 
of respect, but from mere inability." 

" What reward shiall be given unto thee thou 
lying tongue ?" said Colonel Falconer solemnly, 
breaking in abruptly on the conversation. 

*^ If these words are intended for me. Colonel 
Falconer, as your looks imply ; I can but say 
that I am ready to prove the truth of my as- 
sertions, where and when you please,** replied 
Fitzmaurice flushing crimson to the very brow. 

" Speak not so hotly, nor so disrespectfully 
to thy superiors, young man," observed Crom- 
well severely; and with a gathering frown, 
making a sign to Colonel Falconer to be silent.: 
B 5 
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10 THE 8ECRIST FOB. 

" This intemperate heat savours more of 
bravado than inuoceuee : and is most unseemly 
from a youth towards his elders and com- 
manders." 

" I pray your Excellency's pardon for having 
been tempted to speak warmly, by so great a 
provocation ; but I were imfit to hold the com- 
mand wherewith your lordship honored me, 
could I forget my duty aa a christian-^my 
honor as a gentleman, and utter such falsehoods 
as Colonel Falconer would have it believed," 
replied Fitzmaurice with mingled spirit and 
respect. 

" I hope it may turn out that you have duly 
observed these duties of which you speak so 
boldly," remarked the Lord General pointedly. 
" Hast thou naught to tell us of besides this 
wound?" he questioned sternly, fixing his keen 
eyes on the yoimg soldier. 

*^ Naught that it would interest your lord- 
ship to know." 
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THE SECRET FOE. 11 

" Take heed to thy woids^ Captain Fitz- 
maurice ; and count not on pardon for thy past 
services, or from any favor hitherto shown thee ; 
for as the Lord reigns in Israel thou shalt 
surely die, if I find thee treacherous and unre- 
pentant," cried Cromwell with a sudden burst 
of passion that astounded his hearer. 

Brought up to consider CromwelJ an un- 
selfish patriot, a skilful commander, and a con- 
scientious, though sometimes visionary, christian ; 
and having been received with favor by him 
ever since his entrance into manhood, Fitz- 
maurice. was astonished at finding himself the 
object of one of those startling bursts of n^, 
to which Cromwell was occasionally subject; 
though he rarely allowed them to prejudice his 
interest^ or lead him to the commission of acts 
of violence. He had taken leave of the young 
soldier some weeks before with a friendly and 
encouraging smile; but now those large and 
irregular features were distorted by wrath; 
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12 THE SECRET FOE. 

and that broad^ bold, and massive brow, the 
seat of thought and action, was knit into a 
stem and threatening frown. 

Fitzmaurice gazing on •him in amazement 
spoke not a word ; and Cromwell proceeded in 
a milder tone. 

^^ I marked thee for a brave and intelligent 
soldier at Worcester; and therefore I gave thee 
advancement beyond thy years, and sundry 
gifts, promising to look to thy future fortunes, 
since thou hadst been cast forth on the world 
with none to aid thee. And lo! now, how 
hast thou repaid my bounty ? Hast thou not 
taken part in the counsel of the ungodly ? — 
hast thou not joined thyself to my foes, and the 
foes of Israel ? Nay, speak not ! — deny not I 
but hear me out. I would give no credit to 
the tale — I doubted, till even an idiot could 
have doubted no longer : and then in the weak- 
ness of my heart I said, he hath saved himself 
by flight from the avenger's sword '- — and it is 
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THE SECRET FOE. 13 

well But it is not as I thought. Thou art 
here I come, as I deemed on thy entrance, to 
tell me all and trust to my mercy; but again 
was my judgment at fault. Thou art come, 
but with a bold, unblushing front, and lying 
tongue. Nay, frown not — nor put thy hand to 
thy sword, but hear me — tremble — ^and repent. 
It would be only strict justice, if I ordered thee 
out to be shot on the instant ; but for thy gal- 
lant bearing in battle; and for thine orphan 
state, I will give thee yet one more chance. I 
know all thy treason — all thy guilt: — those 
papers are sufficient to justify thy condemna- 
tion," pointiag to a packet on the table, " yet 
if thou wilt speak out honestly and freely, 
keeping nothing back, thy life at least shall be 
spared. Answer not quickly and hotly, as I 
see is thy purpose ; but take time to consider. 
Thou art young to die ; and I would save thee 
if I might. I give thee five minutes to delibe- 
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14 THE SECRET FOE, 

rate ; at the end of that time confess all, or pre- 
pare for death." 

As Cromwell ceased speaking, he turned 
away and employed himself in looking over the 
papers to which he had pointed ; whilst a pain- 
ful — an awful silence succeeded to his threaten- 
ing words. 

Fitzmaurice spoke not in obedience to the 
command; but many and contending feelings 
might be traced in the working of his expres- 
sive features. However indignant at being con- 
sidered guilty of some crime — he knew not 
what — without having been heard in his defence, 
he could not but admit, that supposing him to 
be guilty, there was generosity in Cromwell's 
giving him time and warning, by confession to 
obtain his pardon. Then came the thought 
with what fearful sin was he charged ? who 
had charged him ? and what could those papers 
contain ? On this point he was all wonder and 
bewilderment. 
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Could it be all a dream ?— a jest?— a trial ? 
No trial, and no jest — ^a stem reality. Crom- 
well's speech was too clear — too earnest to ad- 
mit of a doubt of his jesting. Instead of indul- 
ging in a long rigmarole of confused images, and 
unconnected sentences, as was his wont when 
unwilling to commit himself, and uncertain in 
his own views, or anxious to mystify others, 
and obtain their opinions, without revealing his 
own, he had delivered himself with such force 
and strength of expression, as left no doubt of 
his purpose. To use a phrase which was applied 
to his speaking by his contemporaries — " every 
word he spoke was a thing ;" — and there could 
be no hope of an appeal from his decision, what- 
ever that decision might be. 

The young soldier felt that he stood at the 
extreme edge of a precipice, though he knew 
not how he had come there ; and that a touch 
would topple him over, and for some moments 
he felt dizzy at the suddenness and extent of 
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his peril, from which there seemed no means of 
escaj^e. To whom might he look for aid or 
counsel ? Not to Colonel Falconer, for there 
sat the stem fanatic with lips compressed, and 
eye-brows knit, ready to raise his voice against 
him. 

" Were Sir Edward Ferringham my kind 
protector here, then might I hope for justice 
and acquittal," thought the bew ildered youth ; 
and lo, as the thought came across him, the 
door was thrown open and Sir Edward entered. 

Forgetful of all beside, Fitzmaurice, with an 
exclamation of joyful surprise, started up to 
welcome the worthy Baronet, nor was he disap- 
pointed in his hope of meeting as heretofore 
with the warm reception due to a much loved 
son. 

" You here, dear Maurice !" replied Sir 
Edward in a tone bespeaking an equal degree 
of joyful surprise. " Then all is right ; and 
you are innocent, aa I said you were." 
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" I hope for his sake and yours. Sir Edward, 
that it may turn out so," said Cromwell gravely. 
" But whether innocent or guilty, it pleases 
me that you should be present to see justice 
done to the youth, whom you have treated as a 
child. Partly for your sake, partly for his 
own, I have promised him pardon on a full con- 
fession. Let him take heed that he abuse not 
my favor." 

** That will he not, I will answer for him," 
said Sir Edward cheerfully. " If Maurice 
hath aught to tell, that should be told, he will 
reveal it without threat or promise ; and I will 
stand surety for his truth." 

" Stand not surety for the truth of the evil 
doer, lest thou share in his destruction," ob- 
served Colonel Falconer bluntly ; " and yet I 
would have stood bondsman for the young man's 
truth myself, but a month ago," he added more 
gently. 
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18 THE SECRET FOB. 

" And might do so with safety now. Colonel 
Falconer," replied Maurice rather proudly* 

" That will soon be seen," said Cromwell 
with the same stern gravity as before. " The 
time allotted for consideration hath expired. 
Wilt thou preserve thy life by a full confession 
of thy treason ?" 

^^ If the preservation of my life depend on 
this, then must I perish ; for I have no treason 
to confess," replied Fitzmaurice boldly. 

" Take heed, young man, take heed ! The 
pword of justice hangs above thee, suspended 
By* a tliread no firmer than a spider's web. Con- 
fess and save thy life, though not thine honor." 

" The first, my lord, were worthless in my 
eyes without the last," answered Fitzmaurice 
warmly. " I know not as yet with what I am 
charged ; and therefore I know not how to 
reply. Question, and I will answer truly — 
prove that I merit death — then let me die." 
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THE SECRET FOB. 19 

As thou hast said^ so let it be ! Thou hast 
despised my mercy — ^now look for justice. 
Even you. Sir Edward, must admit that since 
the youth will not confess his sin, he must 
abide its punishment," said CromweU, turning 
to the Baronet 

" I trust it will be found that Maurice hath 
no sin to confess," replied Sir Edward cheerfully. 
With that frank manner, and open brow, I can- 
not think him guilty of treachery and falsehood." 
" Thy judgment is as the judgment of a doting 
parent, who will not believe in the guilt of his 
son, though the crime be committed before his 
eyes — shown in his own hand writing. But 
lest it be said that justice was refused to the 
youth because he was poor, and without kindred, 
out of his own mouth shall he be condemned. 
Thou hast bade me question thee," continued 
Cromwell more sternly, turning to Fitzmaurice. 
" Now look that thou answerest promptly and 
wisely ; for thou hast no more -fevor to hope 
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from me ; and an unUushing brow will not bear 
thee harmless. Where and when didst thou 
first hold converge with Charles Stuart, 

Fitzmaurice started — coloured — then turned 
pale ; but said not a word. To tell where he 
had first met Charles Stuart was to endanger 
the -fortunes, if not the lives of all at Heale ; 
and though he had but little to thank them for, 
since he now knew that their kind hospitality 
had been but to pleasure young Ferringham, 
and screen themselves from the suspicion of 
harbouring the King, still his noble spirit 
shrunk from betraying them, even though his 
silence would, as he plainly saw, subject him to 
the chance of a shameful death ; and this was 
only the first question put. Might not many 
others be asked as embarrassing — as dange- 
rous ? 

Not a word was spoken by any of his judges ; 
they were awaiting his reply ; and he had none 
to make. He ventured a hasty glance towards 
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those around him. He met the fiery, wrathful 
gaze of the fanatical Falconer — ^the contemp- 
tuous sneer of the commanding Cromwell ; and 
what moved him most, the sad and pained look 
of his more than father, Sir Edward Ferring- 
ham. 

" This is my first questiop. Canst thou not 
answer even that?" s^id the Lord General 
sarcastically. 

" The first time that I met Charles Stuai't, 
knowing him to be such, was on the downs 
above Rollestone, on the night of the 1 1th of 
October," replied Fitzmaurice striving to rally. 

"This is a base paltering with the truth," 
exclaimed Cromwell in wrath and disgust. 
"And this pretended ignorance of Charles 
Stuart's identity, will not serve thy purpose. 
To the point, sir! — to the point! else shalt 
thou be hanged as a base spy, without the form 
of a trial Didst thou not sup with him at 
Heale House on the night of the sixth of Oc- 
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tober ? Didst thou not meet and converse with 
him at Stone Henge on the following day T 

" I did all this, but unwittingly ; never 
guessing that he who passed as Master Jackson, 
was in truth Charles Stuart," replied Fitzmaurice. 

" There is wisdom sometimes in seeming dull- 
witted," observed Cromwell with bitter irony. 
**But why, if the youth were but Master Jackson, 
didst thou send thy servant on to Heale, and 
proceed to Stone Henge alone, contrary to thy 
usual custom ?" 

^^ Because I liked not the manners of that 
serv'ant, counting him prying and knavish ; and 
theref?Jre usually dispensed witli his presence 
when possible," replied Fitzmaurice readily. 

^^ And doubtless it was from a dislike to this 
said prying, that you bade this David Frewen 
await your return on the night of the same 
day, when you rode back to guide this Master 
Jackson to the side-door at Heale ; and after 
that dispensed with his further attendance 
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throughout the day," observed the Lord Gene- 
ral with the same galling irony. 

"His knavish propensities had made him 
unwelcome at Heale as well as to me ; more- 
over I held him leagued with those who sought 
my life ; and thence my dispensing with his 
services, my lord. I rode not back to guide 
Charles Stuart, as your excellency says; but 
merely to ask a forgotten question of a friend." 

" These circumstances are> most unfortunate, 
as giving grounds for suspicion," observed the 
Lord General ironically. 

"They are indeed, my lord; since these 
petty details, collected by prying malice, arc to 
be brought as charges against me." 

" Talk not of prying and petty malice. Captain 
Fitzmaurice ; the man of honour and courage 
need fear neither. Why not dismiss this ser- 
vant, if you thought him leagued with assassins 
against you ?" 

" So I purposed immediately on leaving 
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Wiltshire ; but whilst there, deemed my life 
more secure by retaining the coward in my 
service, with the warning that his life must 
answer for mine.** 

"The wisdom of such a proceeding may 
seem more than doubtful to some. But why 
not name your meetings with Master JackSon, 
since you now know him as Charles Stuart, on 
my fifet question ?" 

"Because, not being aware of the extent 
of your excellency's knowledge, I feared by my^ 
answers to endanger the family at Heale." 

" Without considering that this delicate con- 
sideration for your friends might place your 
own life in jeopardy," said Cromwell in the 
same tone of irony. 

" They are no friends of mine, my lord, now ; 
however I might in my simplicity have deemed 
them so then," replied Fitzmaurice bitterly. 

" So : no honesty among thieves — no frieud- 
ship among traitors. But how came thy dull 
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wit to discover at last, that Master Jackson 
was Charles Stuart?" 

"His own words and those of his friends 
revealed the truth, to my utter amazement, on 
the night of the eleventh." 

" On which night, as I understand, you 
risked your life to save your king. How 
chanced it that you named not this gallant ex- 
ploit but now ?" . ^ 

" I am not wont to boast of my deeds, my 
Lord General," replied Fitzmaurice proudly. 

"Nay, but in this instance, thy modesty 
were false shame. Didst thou think that thou 
shouldst not receive honors and rewards for 
preserving thy sovereign ? 

" I thought not of rewards or honors, whilst 

performing a mere act of humanity towards a 

stranger, as I then believed him to be. Had 

your Excellency seeij, as I saw, a stripling — a 

mere youth — ^attacked by two powerful ruffians, 

and on the point of sinking beneaUi their blows, 
VOL ni. c 
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you MTOuld have done as I did, and euccoured 
him," said Fitzmaurice boldly, goaded almost to 
madness by his General's bitter irony, and 
covert sarcasm. 

"And when I had found that this youth—- 
this mere stripling— was Charles Stuart— that 
man of Belial, proclaimed a traitor by the com- 
monwealth, with a reward for his capture, I 
should have aided his escape and joined in a 
plot to restore him : — will you go further, and 
say that too?" questioned Cromwell, in open 
wrath. 

" That would not you have done — that did not 
I," replied Fitzmaurice as boldly as before. 
*^Ere I could answer his appeal for secrecy. 
Captain Tooker, declaring that the life of the 
king must not rest on a doubt, discharged his 
pistol ; and to hun am I indebted for the dan- 
gerous wound, wTiieh confined me for weeks to 
a sick bed." 

At the name of Tooker, Cromwell ahd Fal- 
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-coner exchanged significant looks; but the 
former proceeded in his examinatipn without 
making any remark on the subject 

" And where may this sick bed have been ?" 

" In a poor cottage in the neighbourhood." 

"Being somewhat particular, Captain Fitz- 

maurice, I would fain hear the name of the 

skilful leech, who restored you to health, after 

receiving so dangerous a wound." 

" I had no leech, my lord ; only a most at- 
tentive nurse ; and owe my recovery, rather to 
the mercy of God, than mortal skill," repKed 
Fitzmaurice in some little embarrassment, con- 
scious that having no medical attendant might 
appear suspicious. 

" Nay, then, give us the name of this kind 
and attentive nurse, and describe her dwelling, 
that she may be sought for and rewarded." 

" My word is pledged to do neither," said 
Pitzmaurice frankly, though aware how such 
an answer must tell against him. 
3 
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^^ Promises are convenient things sometimes ; 
and there is prudence in being silent; where 
naught is said, no lie can be detected," observed 
Cromwell scornfully. 

'* I speak but the truth, my lord ; and am 
ready to defend — " 

" Peace ! Be silent, dr I" cried Cromwell in 
wrath, interrupting Maurice in his indignant 
burst. *^ I have more questions to ask ; though 
methinks by this time you must see the folly 
of having bade me put them." 

" I do indeed," said the young soldier simply. 

A grim smile was the Lord General's only 
comment on this very honest reply. 

" Why didst thou not on first entering the 
room, relate this meeting with Charles Stuart, 
since thy wound prevented thee from doing so 
sooner?" 

*^ Hearing that Charles Stuart had landed in 
France, I deemed the adventure no longer of 
sufficient interest to be worth relating." 
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"Hadst thou no fear of being questioned 
further, as now? Hadst thou no pity for a 
fugitive king ?— no wish that he might leave 
the kingdom unmolested ? Didst thou not say 
that his capture would but embarrass the rulers 
of the land?" 

" I might have said so, for I thought it ; 
though I know not to what conversation your 
Excellency alludes," said Maurice frankly. 

*^ Nay, hast thou forgotten thy talk with 
good Mistress Hyde on the lawn at Heale? 
H!ast thou forgotten thy words, that the late 
king's death was a sad necessity, if a necessity 
at all ; and that thou wouldst not defend Gene- 
ral Cromwell's conduct in Ireland ? Ha ! thou 
startest, and tumest pale, which is answer 
enough. Did I not warn thee that I knew all?" 
" Alas ! my lord, if you knew all, you would 
acquit me : but this you cannot do ; and know- 
ing only part you condemn me. If the whole 
of that conversation was reported, your Excel- 
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lency must be aware that in all other points I 
defended you." 

** Defended me ! How dared you name me, 
traitor and ingrate as you are T cried Cromwell 
fiercely, stamping with rage, " Who set thee 
up as a judge in Israel ? Go prove thy zeal for 
the commonwealth by some other means j and 
dare not to name my name again." 

** There are proofs enough of my zeal for the 
commonwealth," replied Fitzmaurice, with 
difficulty keeping down his resentment at Crom- 
well's irritating manner. " My conduct at 
Worcester is well known, and Major Peters 
can answer for my activity in searching Heale 
House." 

^* Which said activity was shown in breaking 
into a secret chamber, no longef secret, since 
Major Peters had given you the plan; and 
there seizing a loyal and honorable gentleman, 
whilst he who was sought for was allowed to 
escape. If I mistake not too, you would have 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



THE SECRET FOE. 31 

prevented any search if you could, saying that 
your constant visits at the house, might be 
taken as a guarantee that Charles Stuart was 
not there." 

" If I erred in that last point, it was through 
ignorance ; but the fault was repaired as soon 
as I saw ground to believe myself mistaken. 
Even though at the risk of future misery, I 
led the search with all the zeal befitting a sol- 
dier of the commonwealth ; and had Major Pe- 
ters not returned to resume the command, and 
blame that zeal, Charles Stuart had been cap- 
tured. Captain Tooker is no honorable man ; 
and no alchymist either: he stands fair as it 
seems with the parliamentarians and royalists ; 
and I doubt not has lied to both.'' 

" Captain Tooker hath supplanted thee in the 
favor of a maiden, called Edith Ellerslie, hath 
he not?" asked Cromwell sarcastically. 

" He hath — and wedded her ;" replied Mau- 
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rice colouring. *^ But I speak not from private 
enmity." 

Cromwell smiled incredulously ; and Colonel 
Falconer remarked: 

^* To save thyself, thou would'st accuse an- 
other ; but thine own acts condemn thee. You 
would not ride with me to seek Charles Stuart 
where he was not, that you might meet him on 
the down at night" 

" That meeting, as I have already said, was 
accidental — ^ began Fitzmaurioe. 

''^^As accidental as thy visit to the wood near 
Amesbury, a few nights prior," observed the 
Lord General interrupting him. 

" I know not what connection the one cir- 
cumstance can have with the other," said 
Maurice in surprise. 

" Whom didst thou meet in the wood ? And 
of what didst thou converse ? Hal what silent ! 
Hast thou no promise of secrecy to plead as 
befoire?" 
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ncral himself,"* replied Maurice boldly. " But 
ere he )eft me, his word was pledged that he 
would neither plot, nor bear arms against the 
commonwealth for a full year to come ; and his 
word may be trusted," 

"By fools,"^ remarked Cromwell abruptly. 
" I know how his word may be trusted, as well 
as the honor of his liberator. On this point 
you confess your guilt, though you would fain 
gloss it over. Now> know ye aught of a cer- 
tain Mister Joel Rogers, abiding in the good 
city of Salisbury? Ha ! another start ! Didst 
thou think I was false as thyself, when I told 
thee that I knew all thy doings ? Know ye 
aught of this, worthy gentleman?" 
" I li^ve heaxd of, but not seen him." 
" What ! met ye in the dark then ?" asked 
Cromwell ironically. 



* See Cromwell's^conduct to Lord BrogbUl, Ormonde, and 

others. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



36 THE SECRET FOE. 

" We never met to my knowledge. I <:mce 
called at his house, but he was not within," 
replied Maurice with spirit. 

" Did you not leave a letter with him, some- 
where about the ninth of last month ?" 

" I did ; but he was not within, as I said be- 
fore." 

^* Art thou wont to correspond with persons^ 
whom thou hast never seen ?" 

" I have never corresponded with Mister 
Joel Rogers." 

" Foul shame on a gallant soldier, who can 
utter such falsehoods ! Didst thou not own to 
the letter?" 

" I left the letter ; but another wrote it. For 
the charge of falsehood — I retort it boldly, let 
who will make it?" exclaimed Fitzmaurice 
hotly. 

" Dost thou dare ?" cried Cromwell with a 
rush of passion, placing his hand on his sword. 
" Dost thou remember to whom thou speakest ? 
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But I will bear with thee yet a little while. 
Who was this other ?" 

" If I knew the purpose of the question — " 
began Fitzmaurice, fearful from his ignorance 
of the contents of that letter^ lest the naming 
Edith might endanger her safety, which he 
would rather have died than done, notwith- 
standing her fickleness. 

" Thou wouldst be able to give a niore pru- 
dent answer, I doubt not," observed the Lord 
General closing, the sentence. " Whose signa- 
ture is that ?" he continued, holding out to the 
young soldier a letter taken from the table, and 
so folded as to show only the closing line of 
mere compliment, and the single letter F with 
a peculiar flourish, so as to form a sort of 
cipher. 

" It is mine, my lord ;" said Fitzmaurice 
frankly. 

"And the writing?'' 
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" Mine also, to the best of my belief, though 
written in haste, as it should seem." 

"Thine 1 thy writing ! thy signature ! Now out 
of thine own mouth art thou condemned," cried 
Cromwell with a burst of rage, that was abso- 
solutely appalling. " The fowler is taken in his 
own snare. — The plots of the wicked have fallen 
on his own head. And yet thou couldst dare 
prate to me of thine honor and truth, and re- 
tort the charge of falsehood. Thou— the vilest 
of the vile! a liar! a traitor! and assassin!" 

" I am neither ; and he lies who says it," ex- 
claimed Fitzmaurice passionately, meeting the 
wrathful look of the Lord General, before 
which even Sir Edward Ferringham shrank, 
with one as fearless and defying, 

** Thou art not one but all," cried Cromwell, . 
starting up, and fronting the bold youth, whilst 
bis features were convulsed with rage. " Look 
there ! Look there !" he continued, pointing to 
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the direction of the letter, which was to Mister 
Joel Rogers. " And there ! and there !" thrust- 
ing two other papers towards him. ^^Read 
them ! ay, read them through ; as if thou didst 
not know what they contained. Deny thy 
writing if thou cans't; and tell me, if thou 
darest then, that thou art neither liar — traitor 
— ^nor assassin I" 

Fitzmaurice read as desired ; and his whole 
face, even to his lips, turned of an ashy pale- 
ness, as he did so, whilst his hands shook as 
though he had been suddenly stricken with the 
palsy. 

Two of these letters, which bore the peculiar 
cipher owned to be his usual signatiu*e by Fitz- 
maurice, were directed to Joel Rogers; and 
spoke of the writer's readiness to join in some 
plot in agitation among the cavaliers, the purpose 
of which, though not very distinctly stated, was 
evidently that of placing Charles Stuart on the 
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Throne of England. Besides this they alluded 
to his having aided in the King's concealment at 
Heale, and subsequent escape ; and one closed 
with the declaration that the writer would risk 
fame^ fortune, life, all, in this cause. The third 
letter, which though bearing the same super- 
scription, was written in a different hand, show- 
ed plainly that this plot was not only to place 
CHarles Stuart on the throne, but also that the 
means through which this. was to be effected, 
was the assassination of Cromwell. After nam- 
ing some, and hinting at others, whose services 
might be depended on, the writer ended by say- 
ing : — " You may rest assured of the coopera- 
tion of Major Ellerslie in all our plans ; and a 
late convert to royalism, won over to our cause 
by the power of female charms, will show us 
our best and safest road to the tyrant's heart. 
Within a month our king shall have his own 
again," 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE SECRET FOB. 41 

The first epistle was dated on the day of 
Maurice's visit to Salisbury — ^the others a few 
days later. 

Two of these letters, as we have already said, 
bore the peculiar cipher which Maurice fre- 
quently used ; and the writing also strongly 
resembled his when he wrote in haste I and yet 
they were not written by him ; but by Henry 
Perringham, whose hand greatly resembled his; 
and who often in frolic used his signature. He 
then was the convert to royalism, througli the 
power of female beauty ; and his conversation 
with Maurice on the day of their meeting, had 
been meant to soimd his principles and con- 
stancy ;> — Whence too his coolness after the search, 
and readiness to join in keeping him from Heale. 

Fitzmaurice saw all this at once, and it was 
the seeing this that made his hands to shake, 
and his face to turn of a deadly paleness. He 
must either remain under the imputation of 
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plotting the murder of Cromwell, a crime 
doubly hateful in his case, since the Lord 
General had loaded him with favors: or he 
must betray the beloved companion of his 
youth — ^the only son of his generous benefactor 
to a shameful death. There was no alternative ; 
for in Cromwell's present mood, no bare asse- 
verations of innocence would be credited, nor 
could he expect that they should be so, when 
so many circumstances were against him. 

There was a long and painful silence, Fitz- 
maurice knew that the eyes of all were on him 
— he felt, though he saw it not, for his looks 
were bent on the ground, the searching, stern, 
and wrathful gaze of the Lord General, who 
was still standing before him ; and he would have 
spoken, though he knew not what, but the 
power was denied him, the fatal letters fell 
from his trembling hands ; and the white foam 
churned on his livid lip, dashed with a tinge of 
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blood, 80 strong — so fearful was the struggle. 
It was not death that he feared, but the shame, 
and the guilt that would rest on his name. 

^^ The arm of the Lord hath stricken the 
guilty one !" exdaimed Colonel Falconer in an 
excited tone. 

Fitzmaurice heard the remark ; but it moved 
him not. 

" That I should have lived to see him whom 
I so loved thus fallen !" exclaimed Sir Edward 
with a faltering tone. 

" I am innocent, my father ! — ^my more than 
father! do not doubt itP cried Fitzmaurice 
wildly, deeply touched by the sadness, and yet 
affection of his benefactor's tone. What was 
the execration of all mankind beside, to the 
thought of his sorrow ? " Those letters are 
not—'* 

** Not your writing I — Prove it, and let me 
love and esteem you still," exclaimed Sir Ed- 
ward earnestly, closing the sentence, which 
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Fitzmaurloe had broken off abruptly, and clasp- 
ing his hands as if in entreaty. *^ Tell me who 
wrote them ; and I wiU believe, though all the 
world should disbelieve." 

Poor Maurice turned away without a word ; 
— he dared not speak — he could not bear that 
loving look — those pleading tones. If Sir 
Edward felt thus at the th6ught of his guilt, 
what agony would he endure at the conviction 
of his own son's infamy? And could he so 
wring the bosom, that had cherished him for 
years ? No, no ; all must be borne rather than 
that. Better go down to the grave with all 
the shame that fancied guilt could heap upon 
him, than add one pang to that kind heart. 

" Have you aught more to say in your 
defence, sir ?" asked Cromwell sternly, but with 
less of rage than before, for he h;ad not beheld 
unmoved the sufferings of his former favorite. 

" Nothing that would avail me in your eyes, 
my lord, and therefore it may as well remain 
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unsaid/' replied Fitzmaurice, in the sad but 
respectful tone of one, who admitted the justice 
of his sentence, and was prepared to undergo 
it 

^* Then you admit yourself to be the writer 
of these letters?" said Cromwell less sternly, 
and with something of regret 

" I neither admit nor deny it, my lord," 

There was another pause, during which 
nothing was heard, but the deep drawn sighs, 
amounting ahnost to sobs, of the afflicted 
Baronet 

Cromwell walked to the table — ^took up a 
paper-— crushed it in his hand as if unconscious- 
ly — cleared his voice more than once ere he 
spoke ; and when he did speak it was not with 
his usual harsh intonation. 

** Since thou hast nothing to say in thy 
defence, and didst refuse the conditions on 
which I offered thee mercy, thou canst not 
complain if I order thee forth to immediate 
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death, as a traitor to thy country — ^the pledged 
assassin of thy General" 

A slight shiver shook his frame — ^it passed ; 
and Fitzmaurice spoke in a firm, though mourn- 
ful tone. 

" The doom is unjust, my lord, as time may 
show ; but I murmur not God's will be done ! 
May he give peace to my country, and hap- 
piness to the Lord General" 

" Spare him, Cromwell ! Spare him ! I en- 
treat you, if only for the sake of an old friend," 
cried Sir Edward earnestly, starting from the 
silence which he had before maintained. " He 
is young — too young to die. He hath been led 
astray by others. Spare him, and I will be his 
surety: — he shall do thee good service here- 
after as he did at Worcester." 

^* Strike and spare not !" said the fanatical 
Falconer in an excited tone. 

" Forgive, as thou shalt hope to be forgiven," 
pleaded Sir Edward. " Heed not the words of 
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that dark^ stern spirit^ blighted by early sorrow, 
who ever speaketh of vengeance more than of 
mercy — the terrors of the law more than the 
love of the gospeL Thou hast no son, or thou 
wouldst feel more pity," he continued, turning 
to Falconer. " Our grey hairs must soon de- 
scend into the grave ; but this youth might live 
for years: — ^grant— ohi grant him those years 
for repentance!" 

" Cut off thd leper, lest the leprosy spread. 
Thus say I now — thus would I say were the 
youth my son," replied Colonel Falconer with 
gloomy fanaticism. 

There was something so wild, yet stem in his 
look — so solemn in his tone, that his hearers felt 
awed: and Fitzmaurice could not suppress a 
slight shudder. It seemed to him as if his fate 
was in his hands, and the doom that he pro- 
nounced would be irreversible. 

" Spare him ! at least for a time. A month 
— ^a week. Put him not to death thus suddenly. 
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on thine own will alone.' Give him the chance 
of a trial— he may be able to prove his inno- 
cence," urged the Baronet, recovering from the 
effect produced by the words of Falconer. 

" Wouldst thou say that I am too arbitrary, 
and would put the youth to death unjustly and 
without a trial, because he seeks my life ?" said 
Cromwell reddening with anger. " Nay, then 
he shall have a trial ; and that on the instant. 
But mark me. Sir Edward ; and you too, young 
man ; that done — the sentence shall be execu- 
ted without delay." 

** I ask not for such a trial, my lord : it could 
do me no good, and I would rather that you 
should speak my doom," said Fitzmaurice in 
reply. 

" Dost thou say this from a hope that thy 
words may win me to show thee mercy ? or 
from the conviction that on a trial thy guilt 
would be only more fully proved — thy shame 
more widely known ?" 
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" I have no longer a hope of obtaining mercy 
from any words that I can utter ; and therefore 
will make no attempt to movd you to pity ; and 
yet, if time were allowed, I might be able to es- 
tablish my innocence, on some points at least ; for 
iniK)cent I am, let my sentence be what it may.'' 

" How long a time would you ask to do 
this ?" demanded Cromwell abruptly. , 

" A longer time I fear,my lord, than you 
would grant. I cannot engage to do it much 
under two months, being bound by a promise of 
secrecy till then." 

" Truly a modest request," observed Crom- 
well ironically. " And thou wouldst require, 
I conclude, to be at large during that period." 

^* That is more than I dare request, for you 
would not rely on my honor, to return and bear 
my doom ; and I cannot expect that you should 
with those letters before you." 

^^ Dost thou count me an idiot that thou 
hintest at such folly ? Will no shorter period 

VOL. III. D 
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content thee?**- and that in safe keeping — 
for tru&t me the young convert goes not abroad 
to cdlicert fresh jdots." 

" I have concerted no plots, my lord ; as you 
may learn hereafter when too late to do aught 
but grieve for Uife wtong yoxi have done me. 
In a shorter time, I cannot engage to establish 
my innocence; «ad periiaps not then, for I 
know not where to seek her who can -alone 
make clear the mystery with which I am sur- 
roimded, and reveal the name of the secret foe, 
who hath wrought me all this eviL" 

" I am no waiter on the hmnour of women ; 
and will hear no more. Thou shalt have the 
trial for wliich Sir Edward pleaded, lest it 
be said that I slew <hee in wrath, as you would 
slay me, and three days notice thereof; but 
after that look for no more fevor," replied 
Cromwell in anger, considering the youth's re- 
quest to be but a frivolous method of gaining 
time. 
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" I will not hear anotheic word;" he achjed 
roughly, steppuig to the door, in ^ite of Sir 
Edward's effort to detain him. '' Goold !" he 
said addressing an officer who stood without. 
" Take Captain Fitzmaurice's aword — eofiduct 
him to the gatehouse — let him be etrbtly 
guarded ; and see that none hold conununic^itioa 
with the prisoner by word or writmg. Your 
guard awaits you," he added turning agai^ to 
Fitzmaurice ; ^* and Lieutenant Gkx^d wi^i 
receive your sword." 

A flush came into the before pallid chedc of 

the prisoner; but he made no further xefiy 

than a respectfid bow as he crossed towards 

the door. His f<»in was erect, and his step 

steady ; but there was an expression of sad imd 

wounded feeling on his oouutenance which he 

sought not to conoeaL 

^^ Maurice r said Sir Edward in a low and 
faltering tone. 

The youth was at his side in a moment ; aU 

D 3 
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anger gone — only the most devoted affection to 
be seen in his animated features. 

" We may never meet again in this world, 
my father, for such have you been to me," said 
Fitzmaurice in a sad and earnest tone. And 
when I die, there will be none left to mourn but 
you. Think that my last prayer will be for 
your happiness — ^think that I would gladly lay 
down my life to seciu^ it. 1 have no words to 
thank you foi* all your cai*e — your confidence; 
but bless me as you used to bless me in my boy- 
hood, ere we part for ever. Others condemn, 
but you acquit me." 

"Bless you! bless you, my boy!" said Sir 
Edward, sinking on his shoulder, unable to 
utter more, for his voice was choked with 
rising sobs ; — ^he loved the youth as a son. 

Fitzmaurice spoke not-:— he dared not trust 
himself to speak ; but one arm supported his 
benefactor, and one hand was firmly clasped in 
his. Even the stem and resolute Cromwell was 
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moved ; but Falconer either felt no emotion, 
or had the power to conceal it 

" What wiU Henry say to his ? How will he 
grieve when he hears of it," faltered Sir Edward. 

** Name me i-ot to him I let him forget that 
such a being ever lived ! or should he hear ; 
bid him mourn not for me," replied Fitzmaurice 
hastily, withdrawing himself with gentle vio- 
lence from the retaining embrace of his kind 
protector. 

" May you. Colonel Falconer, find the mercy 
hereafter, which you refuse to me now," was 
his closing sentence, as he quitted the room, 
after having given his sword to the Lieutenant. 

Colonel Falconer started at the words ; and 
liis eyes followed his departing steps, with 
a strange, wild gaze, for those tones so sad— so 
soft had recalled to his mind a host of moving 
memories. 

When addressed by Cromwell a few minutes 
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after, he looked up in the face of the JLord 
General, aware that he had spoken, but perfectly 
unconscious of the meaning of his words ; ye* 
when the question was rq)eated his reply was 
clear, and to the point. 
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CHAPTER IL 



Ten days had elapsed since Fitzmaurice's in- 
terview with Cromwell, and there he sat alone 
in a small, low chamber, scantily furnished, 
with his open bible before him — his solitary 
candle with a long unsnuffed wick ; and one 
islbow resting on the table, whilst the hand 
supported the aching head. 

The promised trial had taken place, and the 
result had been such as he had predicted,, when 
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declining the offer of Cromwell ; he was found 
guilty ; and his sentence — deatL That trial 
had been little more than a repetition of the 
previous examination before the Lord General, 
save that David Frewen, and Major Peters 
appeared in person to bear witness against him. 

According to the latter, the non-capture of 
Charles at Heale was to be attributed entirely 
to Fitzmaurice, who, after showing a great re- 
luctance to search the house, protesting the im- 
possibility of the King's being there, when com- 
pelled to obey the commands of his superior 
officer, had wasted time in arresting Captain 
Tooker — well known as a friend to the common- 
wealth, thus giving to Charles the opportunity 
of escaping. 

In vain did Maurice assert his utter igno- 
rance of Charles Stuart's being there, when 
Major Peters bade him search the house, and 
his active seal in obeying his orders ; it was 
evident, that his assertions were not believed. 
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and his accusations of Tooker^ and his declara- 
tion that the Major himself had allowed Charles 
to escape in the guise of a domestic, were not 
only treated with disbelief and contempt ; but 
were, set down as the malicious insinuations of 
a guilty man, and thus only served to prejudice 
his judges against him. 

His visit to Amesbury wood, at night — his 
meeting Charles Stuart at Heale, under the 
name of Jackson ; and again at Stone Henge 
on the succeeding day, whilst his servant was 
sent on to Heale — his riding back towards the 
house on the same night — his dispensing with 
his servant's further attendance — ^his leaving the 
letter at the house of Joel Rogers — his refusal 
to accompany Colonel Falconer in his search 
after the fugitive King, and his setting off in 
the direction of RoUestone, and never returning 
or sending any message, together with his con- 
versation with Mistress Hyde on the lawn, 
were all duly proved by Frewen; and being 
D 5 
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circumsta&ces true in themselves, coidd not be 
denied by the prisoner, who eould merelj 
assert, as he had done before to CromweU, that 
they were accidental occurrences, unconnected 
with any guilty motives. 

These assertions, as may be supposed, gained 
as little credit as his former ones in the case of 
Major Peters; and when he admitted his share 
in the escape of Major Ellerslie, and having 
met, and saved Charles Stuart on the down 
above Rollestone, on the very night of the day 
on which he had tried to persuade Colonel 
Falconer that the King was no longer in 
England, the stronger evidence of the letters, 
which he neither owned nor denied to be hlg, 
was scarcely needed to convince his judges of 
his guilt. 

Hampered as he was by his promise to Hagar 
of secrecy in all that concerned her, and her 
son, as well as by his fear of betraying Henry 
Ferringham, and Edith EBerslie, his cross ex- 
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amination of David Frewen elicited nothing in 
his favor; partly because that worthy was too 
shrewd to be easily caught in a contradiction, but 
principally because as we have already said, he 
had told only the truth, though, not the whole 
truth ; and his answers to Fitzmaurice's ques- 
tion^ seemed to all but his master, so straight- 
forward and honest, that the prisoner's decla- 
ration, that he was unworthy of credit, and 
had leagued with others to take his life, was 
heard with a murmur of disgust and disappro- 
bation, as wajs his assertion of having been shot 
by Tooker, since he could not give any account 
of where, or by whom he had been nursed. 

The closing appeal of the accused, in which 
he denied with the indignation of an honorable 
mind, the idea of assassination or treason to the 
commonwealth, referring to his past life as a 
full refutation of the charges against him, 
might have touched his judges, had those 
judges been less prejudiced against him, or the 
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evidence less conyincing; but as it was^ the 
finding of the Court Martial was — guilty of 
treason against the commonwealth, and plotting 
to take the life of the Lord General ; and the 
sentence — death. 

When this sentence was to be executed as 
yet he knew not, the trial having taken place 
only that very morning ; but the prisoner^wtt 
in hourly expectation of being told to prepare 
for immediate execution. 

Colonel Falconer and Major Stacey had both 
sat on the Court Martial ;* and the former as 
President, had * pronounced the sentence of 
death on the accused, according to the custom 
of those times ; and that sentence had sounded 
doubly severe when coming from the lips of 
that stem, unpitying man. Mercy might still 
be extended at the last moment by Cromwell, 
as the Lord General ; but Colonel Falconer had 

* Court Martials were in those days less regular, and ^more 
Bummary than now. 
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expressly stdd that no mercy was to be ex- 
pected ; and as Fitzmaurice gazed on the 
rigid, marble like features of the speaker, he 
felt that all earthly hope was gone. Even had 
Cromwell been inclined to pardon him, which 
was not probable, there was no one to plead his 
cause with the Lord General — no one even to 
cheer his parting hours, with the soothing 
words of kindness and ailection. He stood 
alone in the world — a young, strong oak struck 
down at a stroke in the pride of its strength — 
deserted by the friend of his youth, for whose 
sake he was now to die — ^scornfed and jilted by 
the lady of his love, for serving whom suspicion 
had fallen upon him; and no longer thought of 
even by his generous benefactor, from whom he 
had not heard a word since their parting in 
Cromwell's cabinet. And must he die — thus 
lonely — ^thus unoared for---with a foul load of 
guilt upon his name^— the mystery of his birth 
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still unrevealed — never to hear a parent's bless- 
ing—never to learn his secret foe ? 

Though David Frewen had told nothing bui 
the truth, his talents as a spy having enabled 
him to learn more than Fitzmaurice desired, or 
expected ; yet his silence on every circumstance 
that could have tended rather to acquit, than 
convict the accused ; and the skill with which 
he detailed only such parts of the conversation 
on the lawn at Heale, as might attach suspicion 
to his master, asserting that he remembered 
nothing of a contrary tendency, convinced 
Fitzmaurice that he had been tutored how 
to give evidence; whilst the questions of 
the court concerning points, of which even this 
all-seei;ig serving man must have been ignorant, 
such as Charles Stuart's entrance by the side 
door; and their subsequent meeting on the 
down, confirmed his suspicion that to his secret 
foe was he indebted for the peril in which he 
stood. 
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Then came the question so often repeated, 
but never satisfactorily answered, who was 
this secret foe ? Captain Tooker was acquaint- 
ed with all those occurrences on which he had 
been questioned — ^there had been rivalship — 
there was enmity between them — on him then 
might be laid the charge of his approaching 
death. But what mattered it to him on whom 
the charge was to be laid ? Was he, bom in a 
christian land — ^reared in a christian family — 
to die with hatred in his heart ? To pray to 
be forgiven as he forgave ; and yet to nourish 
enmity the while ? 

No, God forbid ! and his lips moved in prayer 
that he might die at peace with alL He turned 
to the holy volume before him to gather resig- 
nation from its inspired words. 

He chanced to light on the part where the 
love of Jonathan and David was extolled; and 
as he read the thought came across him with a 
bitter pang, that not such was the love of the 
friend of his youth. 
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He looked on the scanty fire, and the cold 
and comfortless walls around him, and a chill 
struck to his heart ; he listened — but no friendly 
word fell on his thirsting ear ; naught was to 
be heard save the measured tramp of the senti- 
nels below: — ^he glanced above; and there, 
through a dim, small window streamed in the 
rising moon, shedding her soft, sweet light within 
his prison walls, as though in sympathy to cheer 
his grief. 

Who shall say what trifles may not move the 
sternest heart even in its deepest suffering? 
Tears that had not before been seen, started 
into the eyes of the lonely prisoner. He thought 
of the high hopes with which he had gone down 
into Wiltshire — he thought of his happiness 
then — of his destitution uow ; and laying his 
crossed arms on the table, he buried his face 
within them just in the line, where those gentle 
moonbeams felL 

Indeed, it might have been hard to recognise 
in that thin, wan, worn youth, the handsome, 
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joyous young soldier of a few weeks back. His 
gaoler had taken leave for the night — Crom- 
well's orders that the prisoner should hold com- 
munion with none by speech or writing, were 
strictly obeyed; and there was no one for 
whose coming step he should listen. 

The outward world was forgotten; and so 
completely absorbed was Fitzmaurice in medi- 
tation, that he heard not a light, and timid 
tread on the stdrs ; nor the rustling as of female 
garments without ; and even when the door 
was opened with a jealous caution, lest its creak- 
ing should be noticed, he was scarcely conscious 
that it had been unclosed, and closed again, till 
he saw two female figures standing before him, 
wrapped closely round in long dark mantles. 

Starting up, and trimming bis dioi light, so 
as to obtain a clearer view of their figures, he 
stood silent and erect before them, waiting to 
learn the purpose of their visit. 

Though the cloaks of both were of coarse 

9 
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material^ and common make^ the ^r of the one 
who stood half a step in advance, proclaimed 
her superiority in station over her companion ; 
who drew back as the other spoke in token of 
deference. 

" May I cnqmre, ladies, whom I have the 
honor of entertaining ? and to what I am in- 
debted for the honor of this visit?" asked 
Maurice with a cold, and stately courtesy, find- 
ing that neither spoke ; and that she who stood 
a little in advance kept her eyes still bent on 
the ground ; and her features shrouded in her 
hood. 

" Oh I Maurice, do you, or will you not know 
me ? And to think that I see you here ! — ^and 
that it is my doing 1" cried Edith, for it was 
she, letting her hood .fall back as she spoke, and 
clasping her hands in agony. 

Fitzmaurice started— changed colour— sprang 
forward — drew back : — then, mastering hisremo- 
tion, spok^ firmly, but coldly. 
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^ Let the past and the present be forgotten, 
madam^ since the reoiembranee can bring joy 
to neither; and, for the future, let it suffice 
that I pray for your happiness.^ * 

" You hate-^you despise me ! and I deserve 
no other. But say it out boldly, Maurice: 
blame me — upbraid me — anything but that cold 
and formal tone." 

" Your pardon, madam ; but your coming 
here is so strange — so sudden — so unexpected 
—that I fear I am less courteous than I should 
be," replied Pitzmaurice hurriedly, afraid to 
give way to his own emotion, and turning aside, 
lest the half timid, half pleading look of those 
speaking eyes, should overcome his firmness. 

" So strange — so unexpected : and I fear you 
add in your own heart, so unmaidenly, and so 
unwelcome," said Edith sadly. " Forgive me 
the intrusion : I will not trouble you long," she 
added, a touch of womanly pride mingling with 
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all her sorrow. " I will but entreat your pardon 
— provide for your escape — ^and then depart." 

" I readily pardon all, madam, without en- 
treaty ; but cannot— will not owe my escape to 
the wife of Captain Tooker." 

" I am not his wife. Thank Heaven ! I was 
saved from that," said Edith fervently. 

" You are not liis wife ? You love him not ?" 
questioned Maurice eagerly, springing to her 
side, and gazing earnestly into her face. 

" I am not his wife — I never loved hinL You 
should have known this," answered the blushing 
Edith, whilst her eyes sought the groimd. 

The blush — the tone— the downcast look — 
the stress on the word you, were conclusive to 
the frank and impetuous Maurice, who had 
vainly endeavoured to forget her, even when he 
believed her false. 

" Then you love me still, dear Edith 1 You 
will be mine — mine own !" cried the enraptured 
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lover, catthing tlie half-fainting girl in his arms, 
as she waa faUiug to the ground. 

A burst of tears, joined to his soothing 
words, relieved her swelliug heart; and gently- 
withdrawing from his support, with a crimson 
blush, she took the chair he handed to her, with 
the ready care of respectful affection. 

" I do not deserve this prompt forgiveness, 
even without one question asked, when I could 
doubt your honor — ^your regard for me," said 
the blusliing Edith, smiling through her tears. 

" Nay, Edith, laud not my generosity so high- 
ly, for I intend to ask many questions and have 
many answers ; and if I exacted no conditiona 
ere I forgave, I now claim the penalty for nil 
your doubts, and all your coldness. This little 
hand, love; you shall pledge it to me to be 
mine— how — where — and when I choose to 
claim it ; and you shall say — so loud at leatjt 
that I may hear — that you have ever loved— 
will ever love me." 
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"Out upon yon for a bold extortioner T 
cried Edith with a sudden burst of gaiety^ 
endeavouring to withdraw her hand* 

" Ay, now I know you for naine own bright 
Edith once again, with those deep flashing eyes, 
like priceless diamonds in their native mine; 
and that rich ruby lip, so proudly curled ; and 
yet half-wreathing in a smile. I will not yield 
this small hand up, till it is pledged to me ; no 
not for curling lip, nor mocking frown. I will 
be master now, till you consent ; and then your 
slave." 

" But a rebellious one I fear," she said with 
bewitching archness, meeting his gaze fear one 
brief instant, and then looking down with a 
still richer bloom on her late marble cheek ; yet 
suffering her hand to rest in his. 

*^ Then you shall weave the chains to bind 
me to your will," he answered, pressing his lips 
to the imprisoned haad. 

** Thou hast lost none of thy chivalrous 
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galkwtr), wliich meaneth nothing," she observed 
in a pLiyful tone; tlicn glancing round the 
room, her check resumed its marble hue — her 
playful t^nc vrs^ gone ; and sorrow — troubled — 
anxious Borrow came once again into tho6e eyes 
but late so fuH of bright, yet timid joy. " Oh, 
Maurice! this is no time for idle words 
like these," she exclaimed with a slight 
shudder. " With difficulty have I induced 
your guard to admit old nurse and myself for 
a few short minutes ; and our precious time 
must not be wasted thus." 

"Wasted, Edith!" said Maurice reproach- 
fiiUy. 

"Yes, Maurice, worse than wasted, since 
your life may pay the penalty. It is through 
me that you are here — it is by me that you 
must be released ; and to your own humanity 
are you indebted for the chance afforded |me of 
saving you. Holden, the miller at Bulford, 
whose wife and family you risked your life to 
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preserve ; and from whom I heard of your perils 
is the uncle of your warder ; and by his in- 
fluence I gained admission. • Holden is now 
with all the eloquence of gratitude^ persuading 
hig nephew to favour your escape, aiiJl once 
beyond these hated walls, all shall be ready for 
your flight to France." 

" And you have run such risks sweet love to 
save — ^to comfort me I I thank, I bless thee, 
Edith ; but the hoi)e is vain," said Fitzmaurice 
sadly, gazing with gratitude and admiration on 
the fair and animated girl " I knew not that 
my guard was the miller's nephew ; but I know 
enough of him to feel convinced that no per- 
suasions will induce him to forget his duty, or 
inciu" Cromwell's displeasure." 

"Nay, but he must — ^he shall be wonl" 
cried Edith eagerly. " At first he refused to 
admit us, the Lord General's orders on this 
point being so peremptory ; but he yielded at 
length to his uncle's persuasions and my en- 
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treaties ; and you shall see he will yield still 
further/' she added hopefully. " Or if entrea- 
ties fail, then we will bribe." 

" He is above a bribe, dear Edith ; even if I 
had ii^^th to offer one^ which I have not." 

^ But I have wealth, dear Maurice ; — ^gold — 
much gold — ^and I will promise him so large a 
sum, that he shall not be able to resist riches 
and prayers." 

" You wealth, dear Edith ! How comes 
this?" 

" Through the death of a distant relative," 
she replied, pointing to^ her mourning dress, 
which he had not before observed. 

" I guessed not this ; or should have 
wooed less boldly. Nameless, and poor, I must 
not seek a wealthy bride," said Fitzmauiice 
gloomily. 

*' He does not merit woman's love, who rates 
her gold above herself; and thinks it far too 
bold to ask her wealth, but not too bold to ask 
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her heart," said Edith wittmly. " I &d not 
deem Maurice Fitzmaurioe held my worth so 
low." 

" Hold your worth low ? oh ! Edith deem 
not this! Had I ten thousand worlds they 
should be yours; but some may think, now 
being rich, I wooed you for your wealth." 

" And what caire I what some may think ? or 
what should you care either ? If I had fancied 
that the thought could even cross your mind, you 
had not seen me here. It is just as I said ;— 
men rate our gold above ourselves ; and some 
are base, and seek that gold — and some, more 
proud, would give us worlds, and yet not take 
a noble at our hands. Were you but free and 
safe, then would I scold you well ; and pout, 
and frown, and not be won to smile for one 
whole hour. And free you will be soon, I trust ; 
and then look for the scolding, sir," she added 
playfully. 

•• 1 would receive it patiently, dear Edith ; 
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nay, more, I would consent to live upon your 
bounty, and deem your love the richer gift ; 
but think not you can set me free by gold." 

" Nay Maurice, do not damp my hopes," she 
said clasping her hands« ^* I dare not think 
that I may fail, for then your death would be 
my deed." 

" Then let us talk of other things, dear love," 
answered Fitzmaurice striving to cheer her, 
" you have not told me any thing as yet Come, 
to confession — full confession — or I shall not 
absolve you." 

"Well then; — ^there take that seat beside 
me. No, no, not there in /ront — I will not 
have thine eyes so full upon me. The tale will 
bring me shame; and I would not that thou 
shouldst mark my blushes." 

" I should not love thee less, dear Edith, if I 
did. Now then begin. How came it that we 
did not meet as we had p£u*ted ?" 

" l^ecause I trusted a mostbase deceiver, and 
E 3 
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thought^.thee, if not false to me, ungenerous to 
those I loved. I was a|; Bulford with my uncle 
Warren, whose only thought is to gain wealth ; 
and run no risk. And there^ day after day, came 
Captain Tooker, handsome, wealthy, pleasant ; 
and, above all, friends with botli parties, keep- 
ing his place so skilfully between the royaliste 
and roundheads, that none felt jealous or 
suspicious. He told me of your bravery at 
Worcester — your favor with the Lord General ; 
averred that you had purposely sought out the 
king — ^were eager in pursuit of the poor cava- 
liers, and, worst of all, had singled out my 
cousin EUcrslie, fought with him in the field ; 
and sworn his death if you could trace his steps. 
I knew you were not friends ; but yet, at first, 
I would not credit this ; till day by day the re- 
petition of the tale by all around, wrought on 
my mind. I could hear nothing from my cousin 
Francis, and nothing from my cousin Kiddall ; 
and could not ascertain the truth of what was 
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oaid. Then I was shown a letter fronka friend 
of Captain Tooker's saying that Francis was in 
hiding at his house, sick and feeble from his late 
wounds and wanderings, and every hour in 
great danger of being found by you ; and then 
his death would be a certainty* He had no 
money to enable him to cross to France ; and he 
had prayed the writer to request my aid through 
Captain Tooker, not venturing to write himself 
to me, lest it shohld prove the means of his dis- 
covery to you, or other oflScers, as hot against 
him. I was too poor myself to send him suc- 
cour — ^my uncle trembled at the bare thought 
of aid to a proscribed and flying royalist, for- 
bidding me to name his name again, lest it should 
bring him into danger ; — my aunt the like. I 
wept, for tears were all I had to give. Then 
Captain Tooker proffered money; pressing it 
on me as a gift — or loan— or what I would. And 
could I let my cousin die, and by your means, 
when I might save him by a word. When I 
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was first an orphan, and not one beside offered 
a home, his mother took me to her heart ; and 
though not rich, cherished and reared me with 
a parent's loye; so &om my verj childhood 
Francis had been to me as a loved elder brother. 
I accepted the money as a loan ; and became 
convinced of the necessity of concealing his 
hiding place from you. This was but two days 
ere you came ; and the very morning of your 
visit, we heard that you wert come into the 
neighbourhood, expressly commissioned by 
Qeneral Cromwell, and the parliament, to pry 
into the doings and opinions of all in the 
neighbourhood; and to report thereon, using 
your utmost endeavours to discover and bring 
to justice all fiigitives and disaffected persons ; 
and hence the change in me — ^the mingled 
caution, fear, and deference of both myrelatives." 
" And could you credit all this, Edith ? 
Could you believe the man you loved a spy ?" 
asked Maurice reproachfiilly. 
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•^ Forgive me, Maurice, if I was so wrought 
on as to believe it might be true — I never quite 
believed it was," said Edith pleadingly. 

" And yet you acted as if quite convinced." 
" What could I do ? The eyes of all were 
on me — the threat that I should be turned out 
on the wide world, if I but smiled upon you 
was still ringing in my ears ; and worse, for 
that I might have braved, I was assured an in- 
advertent word — 3, look — would cause my cou- 
sin's death. I could not meet as we had parted, 
but, as you saw, I could not meet you without 
much emotion. Then I heard from your own 
lips that you were devoted to General Cronj^ 
well, and would hold it a duty to give up the 
king, should you learn where he was : — ^if so, 
would you not do the same by one of his most 
devoted followers ? We were alone but an in- 
stant ; and then you asked with an eager look, 
as I thought, where Francis was? Sad you 
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told me what I now know, that jou generously 
furnished the means for his escape, I had 1>e- 
lieved your word against the assertions of all 
beside." 

** Thimk you, my Edith, for those words ! It 
was that villain's doing then ; and that was why 
he made me speak of Cromwell and Charles 
Stuart* You should have known me better, 
love." 

** I should indeed; you cannot blame me 
half as much as I have blamed myself." 

" And so you feared to see me w^hen I called 
again but two days after." 

" My uncle feared your presence ; and he it 
was who gave the message." 

" But you did not object." 

" Nay, now you press me hardly, Maurice. 
I wished it otherwise, but dared not say so ; 
partly from prudence, partly from maidenly 
timidity." 
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*' And that sweet song— -the last you sang 
before we parted. I did not think you would 
have sung it to another — ^and my rival." 

** I had resisted long, commands, entreaties ; 
but then came the hinti that Francis was in 
Captain Tooker's power, and I owed gratitude, 
if nothing more. I felt that bonds were twining 
roimd me, and yet durst not say him — nay." 

" The wretch I But wherefore meet him In 
>tite gBHKfc©, Edith, and consent to fly with him ?" 

" Ah I would you speak of that ? Of your 
encounter with my waiting maid beside the 
pigeon house ? — your plunge into tlie pond to 
the great peril and dismay of the poor carp ?" 
asked Edith archly, turning her bright and 
laughing eyes upon him, to his na slight con- 
fusion. 

** Sorrow hath little tamed thy mirthful mood, 
fair Edith; and should we ere see happier days, 
I shall have much ado to keep the mastery." 

** We shall see happier days, dear Maurice — 
E 5 
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doubt it not ; and then — and then — joa shall 
have proof how very gentle and submissive I 
can be ;" said Edith with a blush and smile, so 
sweet — so trusting, that the loyer felt all ^ubt 
• — all care dispelled " But you must let me 
jest some times," she added playfully. 

^^ At all times, Edith; so you but let me 
share the jest. Your waiting maid was some- 
what over bold and pert on that occasion.'' 

** That was she, even by her own showing ; 
and so I told her, bringing h^ mother, my 
kind nurse, to-night instead, as being older and 
more steady." 

** But you have not yet told me why you met 
my rival in the garden." 

** Because I could not see him in the house. 
My timid uncle, fearful of displeasing you too 
much, and frightened at the reports of some re- 
marks of your servant, David Frewen, from 
which it appeared that you were anxious to be- 
come acquainted with every movement, of every 
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member of the household, feigned iUness aa an 
excuse for not receiving any visitors. Late in 
the evening came a note fr(Hn Captun Tooker, 
delivered to me privately through my waiting 
maid, entreating me to meet him in the garden, 
since he might not be admitted into the man* 
sion, as he wished to consult me on a most im- 
portant point, on which depended the safety of 
Francis. Too much alarmed for my cousin, to 
think of aught else, and knowing tiiat an appli- 
cation to my relatives would be worse than 
useless, accompanied by Mary, for her moliier 
was not with me then, I entered the garden a4 
the time appointed, and was soon after joined 
by Captain Tooker, who found entrance through 
the gate by the river, which my waiting maid had 
purposely unlocked. From Captain Tooker's 
accoimt, it appeared that Francis was in the 
meadow beyond, most anxious to see me, ere 
he quitted the kingdom. It was but a few 
steps without the gate, he said; and drew me 
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gently on ; but I know not why, my heart mis- 
gave me; and I refiised to leave the garden. It 
was then that in answer to his charge of want 
of regard for my cousin, I replied that I wouW 
make any sacrifice for one I loved, words I con- 
clude which met your ear, as a sudden rustling, 
just where you were standing without, alarmed 
us at the moment ; and caused us to retreat as 
speedily as possible. By hastening down the 
shady &de of the shrubbery, we escaped your 
observation ; but had you not paid a visit to the 
carp, or dashed into the laurel clump, not round 
the pigeon house, you would have encountered 
the mistress, instead of her damseL Aware of 
my anxiety concerning Francis, for my nurse 
had likewise been his, Mary deemed it prudent 
to keep you in play as long as she could, during 
whidb period I regained the house, and Captain 
Tooker his carriage by another path. " 

"Are you aware that this carriage was 
. intended to bear you away ?" 
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"I suspected as much from what I have 
since heard^ and count it one of my obligations 
to Captain Fitzmaurice, that his sudden ap- 
pearance disconcerted the plot For what pur- 
pose he was lurking about at night — whether 
for good or for ill, I leave others to determine," 
she added gaily. 

" Like a true knight I was keeping watch 
for the safety of my lady love," repKed Fitz- 
maurice with an answering smile. " But pro- 
ceed, I must know alL 

" There is little more to be told. The same 
tale was repeated — the same threat was used at 
Heale, as had been used at Bulford ; save that 
this threat now included my king ; whp came 
unexpectedly to Mrs. Hyde's, and you know 
how I had been reared in devotion to royalty, 
and taught to consider no sacrifice too great for 
the sake of my sovereign. Though Captain 
Ferringham cleared you from the suspicion of 
being a spy, he confessed you to be a warm 



Digitized ny VjOOQ iC 



86 THE SECRET FOE* 

partisan for the commonwealth^ and this to his 
great regret, since his own opinions had 
changed;, and knowing this I shunned jour 
society, partly from the fear of betraying the 
king and my cousin, by looks, if not by words, 
should you speak of either ; and partly, in obe- 
dience to Captain Tooker's request, which now 
assumed the force of a command. None at 
Heale suspected my feelings; and the hospi- 
tality afforded you at first as Captain Ferring- 
ham's friend, was continued, both from the 
pleasure felt in your society, and the idea that 
your constant visits would screen the Hydes 
from all suspicion of harbouring the king. I 
need not refer to our last interview there," she 
continued with a crimson blush. 

" Only so far, dear Edith, as to say that you 
forgive me for having held my duty above 
your love. If you knew the pain it gave me 
to refuse your prayer and seek for your fygitive 
king — you lyould : — " ( 
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" Say that with your views, you acted as in 
honor bound," said Edith frankly closing the 
sentence. " I knew not that Captain Tooker, 
warned in time, had removed every trace of the 
king's presence, and taken his place in the 
secret chamber; giving him time to disguise 
himself; or I should not, in my fear, have 
betrayed the secret." 

" Thank you, my Edith, for this fiunk for- 
giveness; but had you only said as much in 
answer to my letter of explanation, addressed 
to Mistress Laura Tichboume, what misery it 
would have saved me." 

" I dared not say one word. Almost before 
you left the house I was pledged to become the 
bride of Captain Tooker — the penalty of my 
refusal being the betrayal of my king and 
cousin. Others esteemed him an honorable 
man — ^^I knew him to be selfish and ungenerous ; 
but dared not say so.," 
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"But you wedded him not, Edith?" ex- 
claimed Fitzmaurice in some alarm. 

"No, no, thank heaven! He would have 
hurried the wedding ; but my illness compelled 
a delay, which he would not otherwise have 
granted to my prayers ; and on the morning of 
that fixed for the ceremony, which was to have 
been private, came a letter from Francis, then 
safe in Paris, containing an account of your 
generous kindnesss towards him, and bidding 
me reward you as I best could. Not consider- 
ing a promise wrung from me by falsehood and 
forged letters binding, I broke off the engage- 
ment, stating my reason for so doing." 

" And what said he to this ?" 

" Finding me unmoved by threats or entrea- 
ties, he departed after a burst of passion, swear- 
ing to be revenged ; and as your name seemed 
mingled with his vow, I fear he has had some 
share in the late accusations against you." 
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" Most probably. But I was told that your 
union with him had taken place at Wilton. 
How could this be?" 

*^I know not, unless your informant, as I 
conclude, mistook another for me. The rest of 
the party from Heale went thither I know, to 
attend the wedding of a young friend ; but I 
accompanied them no further than Salisbury ; 
my going with them thus far, and the reports 
of my intended marriage, may account for this 
misconception. Bride and bridegroom being 
royalists, it was deemed prudent to close the 
doors against prying intruders." 

" Did not Mistress Laura Tichbourne repeat 
my message as she promised ?" 

" She did, but engaged to another, what 
could I say, except that whilst ready to forgive 
^he past, I deemed it better for both that w&^ 
should not meet again ; and even this I know 
not if you heard, for the messenger bearing my 
friend's letter returned from Amesbury with 
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the account that you were not there." 

"JVIy friends could have cared but little for 
my welfare, or they would have made further 
inquiries," remarked Filzmaurice reproachfully. 
" Fiurther inquiries were made, but you had 
not returned ; and as David Frewen departed 
towards London, on receiving secret orders 
from you, as he hinted, a suspicion grew in the 
minds of Mistress Hyde and her sister — I be- 
lieve first implanted there by Captain Tooker 
— that you purposed betraying their conceal- 
ment of the king ; and to avoid the fines or 
imprisonment that might await them in conse- 
quence, they retired to jersey, accompanied by 
Captain Ferringliam, from whence they could 
easily cross over to France, if needful" 

" Strange, that all should believe me a spy I 
I had thought better of myself than to think 
this possible. But did neither Charles Stuart, 
Lord Wilmot, nor Captain Tooker name our 
rencontre on the down." 
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" Neither> as I believe ; but I was too ill to 
see his Majesty ere his departure ; and it was 
only from my cousin's letter that I learned you 
had saved the life of the King, and nearly lost 
your own ! of the details I am still ignorant. 
Immediately after my friends left Heale, I was 
called hither to attend the death-bed of the 
relative, to whom I stand indebted for my 
. present fortune. It was only this monung that 
I learned from the good miller, who had come 
up on some business connected with his trade, 
of the Court Martial and its fearful termination. 
Through his nephew's influence he was enabled 
to hear the trial ; and, urged by gratitude for 
you, hastened to me, judging that since your 
assistance to Major Ellerslie was brought as a 
heavy charge against you, I might with him 
devise some means for your escape. And such 
means are devised — all is prepared without for 
your flight; and this very night, by God's 
blessing, I trust to see you free ; and ere eight 
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and forty hours have passed,, beyond the power 
of your enemies. Hint not a doubt that this 
will not be — how else could I bear the thought 
tJiat I have placed you in this peril? But for 
this hope — how else could I have heard the 
tale and lived ?" 

" Nay Edith, speak not thus ! If the Lord 
wills it, I shall live — if not — He who doth 
send the wind, can temper it to the shorn lamb. 
This life is precious — very precious to me now ; 
but if called on to lay it down — " 

" If— Maurice — ^if! Oh! do not use that 
fearful word, it makes my blood run cold. A 
chill of terror creeps through all my frame at 
the bare thought that I may not succeed. And 
I — I brought you here," she repeated, clasping 
her hands. ^* That fktal letter ! — I gave the 
letter ; and for that you die ; and yet, but for 
that letter, I had wedded one I could not love 
— your deadly foe." 

^^ What mean you, Edith ? To whom then 
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was that letter addressed ?" asked Maurice 
eagerly. 

" Do you not know ? Was it not brought 
against you? So I was told. It it true I 
asked you not to take it ; but your friend ; yet 
still you know that it was mine^ and knowing 
that perhaps — am I too bold? — ^took it more 
readily. I had not asked this favor for myself, 
though you had shown such kindness just 
before, when I could not restrain my horse. 
No other saw my danger — 'you alone whom I 
had slighted and mistrusted, came to my aid. 
My thanks were brief and cold— I dared not 
make them longer or more warm. Oh ! you 
should hate me, Maurice, for I deserve no 
less," 

" Hate you, dear Edith I I could not if I 
would. But you have not yet said to whom 
this letter was addressed." 

" To Francis, under cover, as you saw, to 
Mister Joel Rogers, a worthy royalist; who 
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8eiit me word tbrough Captain Ferringliajsi, 
that if I trusted him^ mj letter should be sure 
to reach my cousin. It should have gone some 
hours before with, one of Captain Ferringbam'sy 
but he forgot to send it; and in. my name 
asked you to take it. AH other letters had 
passed through Captain Tooker ; and none had 
been delivered ; — this reached his hands^ and by 
his answer I learnt all the truth." 

^^ Then the letter I took was written by you ; 
and spoke of no plot" 

" Certainly not ; I am no plotter ; though I 
would lay down my life to save my king." 

'' Then, Edith, if I die, blame not thyself. 
The letter brought against me is not the one 
which I received from you." 

" Is this true ? Do not deceive me." 

" Quite true, dear Edith ; I daire not tell nf 
falsehood even to save you pain." 

" Whose letter is it then ?" 

" Ask me not that— I may not tell. My 
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judges say I wrote the letter :— enough, sweet 
love, your name wa& never mentioned." 

" I know it, Maurice ; and bless you for this 
kindness, which was riot my due. Still if that 
letter was not mine, yet you went thitkjer upon 
my account — aided my cousin for my sake ; — 
and both these things are brought against you. 
Maurice you must not — shall not die ! I only 
merit death. But tell m6 of your wound ; and 
by whose Care you were restored to life, for 
there are many points I could not understand 
from what the miller sfiid." 

*^ I cannot tell you this, dear love ; a promise 
binds me to concealment for six weeks to come. 
You know not whom you love, dear Edith ; and 
I know not myself. I would I had been spared 
till then to hear a father's blessing ere I died." 

" Doubt it not, Maurice I we will not doubt 
it," said Edith eagerly, as if she thought the 
vehemence of her assertion would ensure its 
truth. " And hark ! they come 1 the grateftil 
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miller and your pitying guard I hear their 
iFriendly footsteps on the stairs. Ten minutes 
more, dear Maurice, and witik God's blessing, 
you are free," she continued, tuJming a look of 
full, confiding hope upon her lover, starting up 
as she spoke, and taking a step towards the 
door. 

" They come — but slowly," said Fitzmaurice 
with an inward shudder. 

" Oh 1 that is caution— only caution ; no- 
tiling — nothing more !" said Edith eagerly, 
resting her trejnbling hand upon his arm, the 
while she fixed a wistful, hopeful gaze upon 
the door. 

Fitzmaurice looked upon her and then turned 
away. She did not see the swimming eye — the 
quivering lip. 

" Now, now !" she whispered pantingly, half 
breathless with her anxious listening. 

The .door was slowly opened — the very 
hinges seemed to move reluctantly ; and the miller 
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entered the room^ whilst his nephew remained 
some steps behind. 

^^ Doth he consent? Is all arranged for in- 
stant flight?" exdiumed ihe eager maiden, 
sprii^ing forward to meet him who entered. 

^^ Not to-night, madam ; it cannot be to-night 
my neph'ew says. We must retire now— here- 
after I will tell you what has passed," replied 
the miUer in a hurried manner. 

"Yes, yes, to-night I It must be now — 
another day may be too late," cried Edith 
wildly. "Offer him double— treble — all I 
have !" she added still more eagerly; for though 
the miller strove to seem contented, there was 
a something in his look that startled her. 

" Rest you in peace, dear Edith ; I will ar- 
range all with my kind guard," said Maurice 
soothingly. "What have I to hope?" asked 
the prisoner in a whisper of his war^r, as they 
stood together without the door, and beyond 

the hearing of Edith. 
VOL. in. F 
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maurice^ to lighten your mis£M!tiisie ; hut mbed 
aa I have be^i from a JWfy eMion hj the 
favcnr of the L<H:d General, I cimm^— I dare 
not abuse his ki^^dness. Suhdu^ bf ibe lady's 
tears^ wad say undie'« mitareaties, I gave them 
admaaioi^ conlarary to eiqiresd ^ea» fyom Im 
excellency himself; but^ as a «aan of h<mor, and 
such I hold youy you diiould uot wish me to do 
more. I am grieved that my -duty forbids 
furtlier indulgence," 

*^ I conun^Qd your inib^ffity^ though. it cuts 
off my only chance <rf life," isej^ed Fitz- 
maurice, sadly yet firnrff. "But the lady nM 
be deeply |»dtted^^r-<^ould we not put her off 
for a timOi tbat^the truth magr come gradual- 
ly upon iueir, for Mr hopes of freeing me are 
h^h, and ihe shocks might cause her death?" 
he added earnestly. 

^^ Such w^ my wish^ iaad bo have I arranged 
with my uncle," replied the kmd-hearted Lieu- 
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twm. For jiai^^ tiiat J can do ia hcmor^ Cap- 
tain Fitzmaurioe, 70U may count upon me." 

" I thank you. Leave me to speak a moiSbey^t 
alone with the lady; I will not detain you 
long,'' said Mauriee re-entering the room, as be 
ceaaed speaking, and signing to the miller to 
rc^iw his relative. 

'^ Is it all as we widi? shall I see you free?" 
asked Edith anxiously waiting with tremUipg 
eagerness for his reiply. 

^^ The kind lieutenant is my friend ; and 
owns the power of your teai», dear Edith ; but 
^ren I, pining Soir freedoila^ have admitted t^t 
escs^ to-mght mu^ not be tibought of; it 
could not be aecomfJdshed^ and would ruin all. 
Retire, now, love; for your remaining longer 
here is perilous to many. To-morrow you 
i^hall bear all our jdans." 

" To-morrow, Maurice I not tiU to-morrow ? 
I do not like the wcMrd. If ain^ thing abould 
F 3 
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chance 'twixt this and then. And you — ^your 
look is firm and sad — ^not hopefiiL You are 
not deceiving me ? tell me the truth at once I" 
cried Edith wildly, clasping his arm and gazing 
earnestly into his face, which was well nigh as 
ashy pale as hers. " Shall we not meet again ?^ 

"I trust so, love," replied Fitzmaurice, 
striving to speak with hope as well as firmness 
— ^the closing words — "in heaven, if not on 
earth," reached not her ear. " Now caljn thee, 
love," he continued passing his arm around her 
to support her trembling frame ; a soldier's 
promised bride should have a braver spirit." 

" A sudden fear comes over me — all hope 
is gone — an awful dread is in its place," said 
Edith gaspingly. If we should meet no more ! 
Oh ! tell me, Maurice — tell me once again we 
shall" 

" Hush ! hush ! sweet love. Trust we in 
Heaven's mercy. Give me your prayers — rely 
on Him who ordereth all things for the best. 
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Be firm— my life may rest upon your firmness." 

'* May it, dear Maurice ?" said the sobbing 
girl ndsing her tearful eyes to his. " Then I 
will weep no more ; but watch, and pray, and 
act as is befitting your affianced bride." 

" Bless you I bless you, my own sweet EditL 
Now we must part, dear love. One first and 
last embrace ; and then — I yield you to ano- 
ther's care," whispered the lover, holding the 
trembling, weeping Edith one moment to his 
heart. 

*' I grieve to hurry you Captain Fitzmaurice, 
but it is getting late," said the Lieutenant from 
without. 

*^ God blees you, Edith ; and reward your 
truth and love," said Fitzmaurice, pressing his 
lips on her cold brow. " Be calm, my life, if 
only for my sake," he added leading her towards 
^e door, and resigning her to the care of her 
nurse, and the kind Lieutenant. 

There was a last, long, lingering pressure of 
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ibe^ kiukds ; lOid then the lovers parted with 
little hope that llie j* ehotdd ever meet dgsun. 

The door eloeed on ik^ eiofitary ptAaonef, and 
^ gtBAing of the key in the wards s^ick a 
chill to hh heart He listened to ^ sobsy ai^ 
the steps of the departing E<Sfli5 till both had 
^ed away in the distance^ then turning a ^w 
and mouininl look round his desolate chamber, 
he sank into a chair, and covered his face with 
his hands. 

She who had come to cheer and to save him 
was gone! The hope — Ae brightness — the 
sunshine of Ins life had departed. The fleeting 
joy had but made the succeeding gloom more 
fearful. I^nce they must meet no more, would 
it not have been less painful had they not met 
at all? 

*^ No, no I She whom he had loved so de- 
votecBy was worthy of that devotion — she was 
not the bride of his rival — she had risked much 
and would, if need required, risk more to save 
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him. Should he then dare to repine that those 
efforts might prove in vain ? that his joy had 
passed away so swiftly? No, no; rather be 
thankful that his dying moments would bc^ 
cheered by thoughts of Edith's love — rather 
pour prayer on prayer for her future consola* 
tion and happiness. 

He was not quite forlorn — not quite an out- 
cast There was one still who loved him well ; 
— ^but then her pangs when she should learn his 
fate ! He dared not think of those. 
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CHAPTER ni- 



About an hour before noon on the day suc- 
ceeding that on which the interview between 
Edith and Fitzmaurice had taken place^ in one 
of the pleasantest chambers of a house not far 
from Whitehall^ sat a lady of more than middle 
age, with a grave, but pleasing countenance. 
The apartment was handsomely, though not 
gaudily furnished; and the rich materials of 
which her dress was coDiposed, were well suited 
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to the dignified demeanour of the wearer. Her 
features were marked and expressive, bearing 
some slight resemblance to those of the Stuart 
family, from whom she was in truth descended, 
whilst her far more striking likeness to the Lord 
General, showed her to be the mother of Oliver 
CromweU, already the successful warrior; and 
even then it might almost be said, the ruler of 
that land in which his birth had been but that 
of a private gentleman of little fortime. Well 
might she be proud of such a son, whose mind 
seemed to expand with every honor thrust upon 
him, endowing him with power to fill each sta- 
tion, with becoming dignity. If private ambi- 
tion had mingled with public patriotism — if he 
who had girded on his sword to withstand arbi- 
trary dominion, was likely to play the despot 
himself, the mother to whom he had ever shown 
himself a dutiful and affectionate child, was the 
Jast person to perceive that there were specks in 
the sun which she almost worshipped, blemishes 
F 5 
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in the character of him on whom she almost 
doted. 

At i^esent she only gloried in his growing 
fame and power ; when the height of that pow^ 
was attained she learned to tremble for his liie. 

Her hands were employed on a collar of the 
finest camfari<^ intended for the wear of the 
Lord General ; and her thoughts were dwelling 
on this darling son, when the door of the apart- 
ment was thrown open, and a stranger closely 
cloaked and hooded advanced towards her with 
a timid, anxious air. 

The servant simply announcing her as a lady, 
withdrew ; and the hostess and her guest were 
left alone. 

" May I pray you to be seated, madam, and 
imfold the object of your visit,** said Mistress 
CxomweU waving to her visitor to take a chair. 
" As yet I know not the name of the lady who 
hath honored- me with her presence," she added 
^i^ith some dignity, and much more wonder, for 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



THS 89CBET FOS. 107 

the stranger neither took the aeat, nor spoke ; 
but continued standing aa on her ^trance in 
the centre of the apartment 

** Thoilgh myself unknown, mj name^ madam, 
may remind you of one much prized, as she 
deemed, in her younger years. As I stood a 
child by my dying mother's bed, her words 
were these : — ^ Shouldst thou ever need aid or 
counsel, go boldly to Mistress Cromwell; and 
say that the child of that Edith Warren, whom 
she loved as a daughter, is come to request her 
advice, or assistance. Count on her kindness— 
she will refuse yo\i neither,' The child of Edith 
Warren has come, as her dying parent bade," 
continued the stranger advancing hastily towards 
the elder lady, and sinking on the footstool be- 
fore her. " She needeth your counsel and aid 
— will you grant her both?" 

^^ As much as lieth in my power for the sake 
of my word, and ike love I bore her who is 
gone," replied Mistress Cromwell, surprised 
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and somewhat disturbed. ^^ But let me look 
on thy face; thou must be young; and if like 
thy mother, should be fair.'* 

Edith EUersIie threw back the hood, showing 
a face which, though pale with grief and fear, 
was beautifiilly formed, and capable of express- 
ing every varying shade of feeling. 

*^ Thou hast thy mother's eye and brows 
only a more troubled look; but that mouth is 
all thy father's — ^half smiling and half proud. 
Would that his curling lip had never wooed 
your mother from her home ! She was as fair 
as thou art now ; but not so resolute, if I can 
read those features rightly. But Heaven bless 
thee, Edith ! if thou bearest her name as I 
hope thou dost," said the old lady, laying her 
hand reverently, yet kindly on the young girl's 
head, which was humbly bowed to receive her 
blessing. ** I have asked often of thy welfare, 
and am glad to see thee. But wherefore come 
abroad on such a cold, tempestuous day ; when 
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even a poor starving beggar would seek shelter 
against wind and snow ?" 

^* The wildness of the storm without is . 
naught to her, who hath a wilder woe within. 
I come abroad for life, or death." 

" What mean you, Edith, by these words ? 
Thou art fiill young to suflTer woe ; yet now I 
see that youthful face is worn with grief. 
Confide in me, as in a mother. — Speak !" 

" Ah I madam, there is one condemned to 
death ; and you alone can save him." 

"Poor child! Poor child T said the old 
lady kindly. " Your mother wedded with a 
spendthrift courtier, against my advice ; and 
hence I fear this grief. But I was told your 
father was no more ; and that you never had a 
brother." 

" It is neither for a father, nor a brother, 
madam, that I would plead," said Edith looking 
down. 
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** A husband then ; thou art ^ill young to 
be a wife.** 

*^ No husband, madam, and no relative ; but 
one aa truly loved as if he were," faltered poor 
Edith with a crimsoning blush. 

'* A lover," said the lady somewhat stiffly, 
marking how still the long dark lashes ky 
upon the damask cheek, ^^ In my young days, 
maidens were not so bold" 

^^ Call me not bold, madam ; or if you will, 
still hear my prayers. I plead for one who lies 
in b(«ds — 'who dies through me, if you refuse 
to ask his life," 

'^Whatl like thy mother, hast diou given 
thy heart, though not as yet thy hand, to souie 
wild, godless cavalier, taken in arms against the 
commonwealth ?" 

*^ No, madam, no> Captain Pitzmaurice hath 
never sided with the royalists; and was but 
lately in high favour with the Lord General" 
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^^ Ha I Fiizmaurice ! One in the plot to 
take the General's life, if I remember rightly. 
An ingrate towards my son — a base assassin I 
And canst thou dare to beg my prayers for 
him?" 

^' Nay, madam, nay, believe it not,'' cried 
Edith in despair. ^^ His noble heart could never 
own so base a thought. He is traduced — Bome 
foe hath done him wrong. Give him but time 
to prove his innocence." 

*' This is the raving of a love-sick maiden," 
said the lady more gently ; but still uncon- 
vinced* *' My son would not have condemned 
him lightly, for he loved the youth-; and offered 
pardon upon full confession." 

^^ I know it, madam ; but he hath been de- 
ceived. Indeed, indeed, he hath ; I come not 
with a lying tongue to tell you that which is 
not true. Grant him but time ; and if he prove 
not what I say, then let me suffer too. Give 
him a month — a week, if you will give no more," 
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pleaded the trembling Edith with clasped hands, 
raising her swimming eyes to hers. 

It was a scene for a painter — that young fair 
girl with her pale cheek, and pleading, earnest 
gaze, kneeling before that aged woman, upon 
whose brow was traced the lines of many cares ; 
and whose marked features wore a pained and 
troubled look, as if a pitying heart was war- 
ring with a sober judgment, as she listened to 
the eager, passionate tones of the maiden, whose 
very life seemed hanging upon her reply. The 
hairs of the one were grey ; but her heart was 
not cold : — the raven locks of the other were 
full and glossy, and her years were few ; but 
the joy of her youth, the brightness of her girl- 
hood had departed ; and she bore the wan, worn 
look of grief. 

So fully occupied was the attention of both 
the females, each gazing on the other, that nei- 
ther remarked the presence of a third person, 
who, having entered unperceived from an ad- 
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» 

joining . closet, had overheard the latter part of 
the preceding conversation ; and observed with 
considerable interest the kneeling pleader. 

** I trust, I see my honored mother in good 
liealth : I did not know that you were so en- 
gaged. Shall I retire now, and return at some 
more leisure moment ?'' 

" No, Oliver, no :" said the elder lady, a 
brighter glow — ^the glow of maternal love — 
coming into her faded cheek, as the tones of tl^e 
speaker met her ear. To others those tones 
might have sounded harsh — ^to her they were 
sweeter than the sweetest music. "Thou art 
ever welcome, ever dear ; for amidst aU thy 
honors thou never forgetest her who bore thee. 
The day doth not pass, but what thou comest 
to see thine aged mothei." 

" Hath not the Lord said, * Honor thy father 
and thy mother,' appending thereunto a bless- 
ing ? And have I not cause to honor thee, my 
mother, who reared me up in the fear of that 
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LoFd of Ho«t8r wbo hotk been wiik me, and 
aflKMind me m the field of iMttLe?" 

" He haA my 8<mi. He haik preserved thee 
hitherto^ and will preserre thee yet The 
blessing c/l the Lord, and of thy mother rest 
upon thee," said the old lady solemnly, extend- 
ing her hand towards her son, who iireaaed it 
with respeetfid reverence to his lip& 

^* How callest thou the maiden, whom I saw 
kneelii^ at thy feet bat now T* asked OKver of 
his mother, glancing towards Edith who had star- 
ted up at the sound of his harsh voice,, and till 
that very instant had been gazing on him in sur- 
prise and fear, striving to read m his coarse 
and irregular features, some taice of pity whereon 
she m^bt ground a h<^ of saving Fitznuuric& 

She had never before seen that Oliver Cromr 
well, who had been held up to her hatred for 
the last ten years ; and now that she gazed ou 
that face aoid ferm, which bore so strongly the 
in^press oi power, she did so with a feeling of 
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mingled awe, respect, and dread, ^e had been 
hsaa^t up to conader him as a hypomte and 
nmrderer ; and yet on his word rested the fete 
of hsm she lored. How should she yenture to 
plead to this man of blood? How could she 
hope to soften this man of iron ? as his seardi- 
ing gaze was fixed upon her^ she shook in every 
Ifanb ; and her swimming eyes were shaded by 
their long lashes. 

^' How is the maiden called, my good mo- 
ther," repeated Cromwell a little impatiently, 
finding that his parent showed some hesitation 
in rqdying. " I doubt liaying met her bef<»re, 
yet her features recall to my memory one 
known in days long psst. 

" Thou art right, my son. The remembrance 
of Edith Warren, who was so oft with me in 
her youths cannot quite have passed from thy 
mind ; for she was fmr in person, and gentle in 
temper. The maiden before thee is her only 
child.'* 
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** The daughter of that red hot royahBt 
Ellerslie — the cousin of his as reclde9S nephew 
— ^the wife of Captain Tooker ; — and it may 
be something more, that it boots not to name/' 
replied Oliver drily, with a curling lip. 

" The daughter of one, who, if he erred in 
his opinions, was ever upright in his actions ; 
but not the wife of Captain Tooker," answered 
poor Edith with some show of spirit, hurt at 
the way in which he had made mention of her 
father. 

" It would be well for many, if the same 
could be vouched of all who bear the name of 
Ellerslie," observed CromweU with severity; 
and a little surprised, at it seemed, at her bold 
reply, " But what is this that thou sayest? 
Not the wife of Captain Tooker ? Could that 
youth tell the truth in no one thing?" 

^^ Captain Tooker would have forced me to 
give him this hand to save my king and my 
cousin ; but his baseness, and falsehood became 
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knowjKin time to preserve me from so hard a 
fate/' said Edith timidly, guessing that the 
youth alluded to must be Fitzmaurice. 

^ Your king, girl ! There is no king of 
England now ; the very words are treason. The 
tyrant is in his grave — ^his son a fugitive— 
a hanger on at foreign courts," cried Cromwell 
with a burst of passion, stamping in rage, whilst 
every feature grew inflamed with wrath — his 
large red nose looking redder stilL 

" I meant not to offend," said Edith humbly, 
trembling for the life of her lover. 

" The poor child knoweth not what she says. 
She doth but speak as she hath been unhappily 
reared, forgetting in whose presence she is stand- 
ing now ; and it may be awed by thy manner," 
remarked Mistress Cromwell soothingly, look- 
ing with pity on her frightened guest 

" I will let the words pass unheeded this 
once, for thy sake, dear madam ; but I mistake 
if this child hath not the wit and boldness of a 
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resolute woman. If Ae batix ttie eofib eyes of 
her mother^ she hath the determined nnrnth and 
brow of her father," rej^yied Cromwell more 
calmly. ^^ But how darest thou, damsel, accuse 
an hoflioraUe man of bas^^ss and falsehood to 
eover thine own jilting ? — for thus I trow it will 
tum out" 

" Captain Tooker hath no ri^ht to the title 
of aa honorable man," answ^ed Edith with 
growing firmness, though h^ &ce was sdll 
deadly pale. ^^ He forged lettears adad told 
falsehoods to make me belieye, tha^i the life of 
my cousin and the Kixkg — Chades Stuart," she 
added, correctii^ herself— a correction observed 
by Cromwell, " depaKled on his aid ; and the 
price of that aid was to be my hand." 

^^ The commonwealth looks upon Tocke^ as 
a zealouei, though secret servant; tlus is but 
the ^lander of the disappointment royc^Usts," 
observed Oliver thoughtfully. 

** It is no sbmder, my lord ; he hath played. 
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and wMl fkj tarue ^ &ls^ to either si^^ asiaajr 
suit his own interest." 

<^ This is a fodd asserticm^ damsel ; and should 
fioft be li^tlj made. I will look ftirther into 
it Woe to him ! if I find it true ; woe to 
thee I if I find it false.* 

^^ I rq)eat the assertion^ my lord ; and will 
abide the proof." 

^ So be it then. But what was thy purpose 
in coming hither ? Not simply to see the old 
friend of thy mother." 

The trembling Edith looked at the elder 
iady, as if wishing her to reply^ tliinking that 
Ik^ widies would come with better effect from 
the Lord General^s parent, than from hersdC 

Mistress Cromwell understood the look ; and 
answered accordingly, won to pty by her silent 
sorrow." 

The damsel hatii eome hither on an errand 
of mercy, my son. She would have roe inter- 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



120 THE SECRET FOE. 

dede with thee for the life of one condenmed to 
die." 

^^ Thy eoiif madam, is no such seeker after 
blood, that thou shouldst think he would con- 
demn to death where a lighter doom could be 
awarded," replied the Lord General with a se- 
verity, which he had never before employed 
when speaking to his mother. 

"Nay, Oliver, I know that you have never 
doomed to death, save when you held it for 
your country's good; but man seeth only in 
part, and therefore may condemn unjustly ; or 
even if the sentence be but just, mercy befits 
an erring mortal We are all sinful — all need 
pardon." 

"For whom wouldst thou plead, madam?" 
asked Cromwell with a troubled look. 

"For Captain Fitzmaurice, who stood so 
high in thy estimation imtil lately." 

"What, madam I wouldst thou plead for the 
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ingrate, who> loaded with fiivors^ honored and 
trusted^ could plot against the life of thy son ?" 
questioned Cromwell in anger. ^^Is this the 
love that a mother beareth to her child ?" 

" If it be thus, I cannot plead for him ; but 
is it certain ?" said Mistress Cromwell, divided 
between horror at the crime, and pity for 
Edith. " The maiden assured me — " 

" Would you place the assertion of a profli- 
gate royalist's child, above the word of your 
own son?" questioned Cromwell in wrath, in- 
terrupting his mother as she paused for an 
instant *^ I tell you that Maurice Fitzmauric3 
hath planned treason against his country, and 
murder against myself." 

^^ No, no. It is false I he hath not I he hath 
not !" cried Edith hurriedly, losing all fear of 
the Lord General, in her greater fear for her 
lover. " Condemn him not on the false oaths 
of his enemies." . 

" Ha ! hast thou jilted a man of honor, to 
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pkjr lighW-love to a traitor and asaassin? 
Shame on thee! 3iame on thee! Lay thy 
hand on thy lips, and depart in sUenoe ; thoa 
art not fit company for virtuous women," ex- 
claimed Cromwell sternly^ Poor Edith drew 
back in shame and fear, clinging to the back of 
a chair for support 

" Depart T repeated Croinwell as sternly as 
before ; ** and know that thy words have 
decided thy paramour's fate — he dies to-mor* 
rowT 

" Oh, no ! no !" exclaimed the agitated Edith, 
springing forward and catching at his cloak to 
detain him, ^ Spare his life ! I entreat ! I im- 
plore you !" 

" I have said it," answered the Lord General 
moodily, tearing his doak from her grasp and 
striding towards ihe door. 

" Stay ! stay ! in pity stay ! Hear me, at 
least, ere you determine," cried the half-frantic 
Edith, throwing herself before him ere he 
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could quit the room^ and clinging to his knees, 
so that he could not pass on without using 
more violence than he cared to exercise. 
^^ Spare him I spare him I in pity spare him !" 

" The soul that sinneth it shall surely die," 
said Cromwell solemnly. 

^^ Blessed are the merciful, for they shall 
obtain mercy," pleaded the trembling girL 
" And he is innocent ; indeed, indeed, he is I" 
she continued, speaking with a quickness almost 
amounting to incoherency, in her fear lest she 
should be interrupted. ^^ I only am to blame ; 
if any one must die, let it be me. I gave the 
letter which he left with Joel Rogers. He was 
ignorant of its contents ; and till that hour 
knew not that such a being lived. It was for 
my sake too that he aided my cousin. The sin 
is mine. If it merit death — let me die in his 
stead." 

" The eye of the Lord is over alL He 
seeth and heareth all things; and his curse will 
G 3 
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rest on the lying tongue," said Cromwell sternly, 
though somewhat moved by. her earnest asseve- 
ration, which had the show at least of truth. 
" If it was as you tell me, why said he not so 
when I questioned him ?" 

" He was too generous to say aught that 
might endanger me, even though, at that time, 
he believed me false." 

. ** Had you then a share in the plot to assas- 
sinate me ?" enquired Cromwell in some surprise, 
so little did such a supposition appear to accord 
with the feminine loveliness of the kneeling 
girl. 

" No, no : I know not of such a plot, and 
he would hold the thought in equal abhorrence. 
I did but speak in this letter to my cousin of 
his escape, and Captain Tooker's ungenerous 
threats." 

'^ But thy letter was addressed to Joel Ro- 
gers." 

" It was, but sent under cover to him ;" said 
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Edith, her hope increasing as Cromwell con- 
tinued to listen. 

^* This is but a poor device to deceive me," 
remarked the Lord General with his former 
sternness, after a moment's thought. " The 
letters proving the prisoner's participation in 
the plot to place Charles Stuart on the throne, 
and murder myself, are addressed to Joel Ro- 
gers, and in his hand writing, not in yours." 

" They are not hia if they convict him of 
treason or murder," answered Edith boldly, 
" Such thoughts never came into his noble 
mind : — ^he is true to the common wealth and 
would lay down his life for his general." 

" Which is more than can be said for thee," 
he observed significantly. 

" I was brought up a royalist, but would do 
no evil to attain even a righteous end," said 
Edith timidly^ looking down as she spoke. 

" All of thy party are not so scrupulous. 
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But if neither he nor thou wrote those letters — 
who did?" 

*^ I know not, and he will not tell« Doubt- 
less his silence has some generous motive." 

'' And what saj you to his not searching 
Heale House as he should, and letting Charles 
Stuart escape ?" 

'' I will say that the charge is false. He 
knew not that the Prince was there ; and when, 
in my terror, I prayed him to put off the search, 
offering my hand— rmy love — as a bribe ; he did 
what he deemed his duty, neither heeding my 
tears nor entreaties." 

" Then it was you who turned him to evil, 
with your wanton endearments ;" cried Crom- 
well in wrath, caring naught for the crimson 
blushes that overspread cheek and brow. 

" He was not to be turned from his duty by 
the offer of that which he had earnestly sought 
before," answered Edith humbly, with a face 
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that was bowed with shame ; and nearly hid by 
the long curls that fell over it 

The humility of the reply checked further 
rebuke. 

^^ Since thou art so deep in his secrets^ where 
did the youth pass the time from his meeting 
with Charles Stuart on the down, till he ap- 
peared before me at Whitehall T 

^^I know not that; it is another point oa 
which he tells me he is pledged to secrecy. 
But think not he spent it plotting evil ; give 
tiim but time, he says, and he will clear himself 
from every charge.** 

^^ He tells thee — and, he says — what means 
this, damsel? Hast thou seen him since the 
trial, despite my orders to the contrary ?" 
questioned Cromwell fiercely, fixing his search- 
ing eyes upon her. 

Poor Edith trembled and turned paler than 
before. What evil might not those heedless 
words have brought on him she loved — ^the 
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grateful miller ; and his nephew I She dared 
not meet the Lord General's gaze — she dared 
not speak. Brought up in a riBverence for truth, 
she dared not utter a falsehood, and yet her 
silence was her condemnation. 

" Thou answerest nothing. Thou art wise," 
said Cromwell after a brief pause, " and what 
time did he require to bring proof of his inno- 
cence ?" he continued in a tone of irony. 

" Six weeks from this time," faltered the 
terrified Edith. 

" Psha, damsel I I am not to be fooled. In 
six weeks thou thinkest to accomplish my down- 
fal, and secure his freedom ; he spoke of the 
same time, now I mind me, before," replied 
Cromwell in anger. 

^* He hath no such thought, and never had. 
How can he plot in a prison?" said Edith in a 
low broken voice. 

" If he plot not within, his friends can hold 
counsel without," replied Cromwell sharply. 
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" Six weeks ! — not a day. Get you gone ! 
Let me pass !" he continued in wrath, endea- 
vouring to free himself from her clinging arms. 

" No, no ; spurn me ! trample on me ! I will 
not let you go, till you speak his pardon," cried 
Edith passionately, only clinging the more 
firmly to him. 

" I will grant him no pardon for he merits it 
not." 

" It is the Lord who giveth Ufe ; let not 
man take it away too hastily," said Mistress 
Cromwell solemnly. 

" I have said it and change not," replied her 
son. 

" But time — at least grant him some little 
time to prove his innocence ; for he is innocent," 
pleaded Edith still more wildly, " you have 
daughters, fair, good daughters, to whom you 
have ever been a kind and indulgent father ; 
oh ! for their sake, grant me this prayer. Had 
you not conquered in the late strife, they 
G 5 
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might have knelt and prayed, as I now 
kneel and pray to you.*' 

No appeal could have been made more likely 
to touch the feelings of the Lord General, who 
had truly been a kind, indulgent father, particu- 
larly to his daughters, and as he gazed on the 
kneeling, trembling Edith with her large, earn- 
est, tearful eyes, upraised to his in passionate 
entreaty — ^lip, cheek, and brow, all of a corpse- 
like hue, and every feature marked with agony ; 
and thought, as she had bade him think, that 
had he been the conquered not the conqueror 
his own fair girls might have been kneeling 
thus, he could not but be moved by pity ; and 
yet deeming this pity a weakness, he sto)ve to 
retain his former sternness. 

Poor Edith saw not that her prayers had 
touched him— she only saw the sternness he 
assumed : — the energy of hope departed — the 
anguish of despair succeeded : she still clung 
round him, but her face was bowed on her clasp- 
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iBg arms, till her raven curls fell over the mar- 
ble brow, and swept the floor at his feet ; whilst 
" mercy ! mercy ! pity ! pardon T were the only 
words she could command, and these were 
broken, and scarcely intelligible from her loud 
and choking sobs. 

If Cromwell had been moved by her pas- 
sionate entreaty, he was still more deeply 
touched by her heartbreaking sobs — ^her humble 
and despairing attitude. 

He would have raised her, but she resisted 
his efforts, murmuring : — " No, no, spare him, 
or let me die at your feet." 

" Weep not thus damsel ! Arise, and I will 
grant him time, even for the sake of thy earnest 
prayers," said Cromwell, in a tone that seemed 
too gentle to proceed from one of such an iron 
mould, and harsh, coarse features. 

" Bless you I Bless you I" cried Edith pas- 
sionately, turning on him such a look of ardent 
gratitude^ that warrior and politician as he was. 
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and past the fire of youth, he no longer won- 
dered at Maurice's devotion. 

Poor Edith's fear and agony had been so in- 
tense, that this sudden a;nnouncement was too 
much for the overstrained mind: a faintness 
came upon her, and she would have fallen at 
his feet, had not Cromwell raised and supported 
her, till she was somewhat recovered ; and then 
led her towards his mother, who had abstained 
from further interference, lest it should be said 
that her son had yielded to her entreaties, not 
to the dictates of his own humanity. 

" Now listen, damsel, to my words, and mark 
them well. Pity must yield to justice, if the 
country's good require it ; and I can only grant 
you time, not a fuU pardon. He shaU not die 
to-morrow, nor for fourteen days to come ; but 
if he cannot prove his innocence before the 
sixteenth mom, then shall he perish in his sin." 

" The time is brief-r-a promise binds him to his 
peril ; and he hath not the means to speak with 
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those^ who might give aid and counsel^" said 
Edith timidly, not daring to look up. 

" The time is longer than he should expect ; 
if he is bound to sinful men he must abide the 
penalty ; but he shall have the means to sum- 
mon those who can disprove his guilt. Thus 
far I grant — no further ; ^ and at your peril risk 
my anger by another word. Take heed you go 
not within sight or hearing of the youth, lest 
you should share his punishment." 

" That were slight evil. If he die, I shall 
die too, as having caused his death," said Edith 
sadly. 

" Look you to that ! but if I find you plot- 
ting his escape, then shall he die that very 
hour; and, mind, your movements willj be 
known to me be they as secret as they may. 
And now I leave you to my mother's care. 
Madam, good day ;" and with a respectful salu- 
tation to Mrs. Cromwell, he quitted the apart- 
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ment, leaving Edith to be soothed and cheered 
by the caresses of her aged friend. 

" I never thought a woman's words could 
have thus moved me," muttered the Lord Gene- 
ral, as he descended the stairs with a perturbed, 
and clouded countenance. ^^ There is that in 
the maiden which might tempt a sinful man to 
peril his soul to win her love ; and if she be but 
true, as brave and fair, might justify a holy one 
in making her the sharer of his secret thoughts, 
and highest hopes. They were a noble pair 
could they disprove this hateful charge; but 
that can never be, I fear." 

" Hath any one held speech with Captain 
Fitzmaurice since his trial ?" asked Cromwell 
abruptly of Lieutenant Holden, having pro- 
ceeded to the Gatehouse immediately on quitting 
his mother's. 

The officer was astounded at the suddenness 
of the question ; and the stem tone and search- 
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ing gaze of his commander ; and conscious of 
disobedience to strict orders^ counted his life of 
little worth. His ruddy cheek flushed^ then 
grew pale; and he hung down his head in 
silence and confusion. 

" What, couldst thou not resist a woman's 
ruby lip, her beaming eye, and cozening 
tongue?" continued Cromwell in as stem a 
voice. " A soldier should resist all female 
blandishments." 

^^ I have sinned my lord ; — sinned greatly ; 
but had you seen her kneeling at my feet — so 
sad — ^so pale ; and heard her passionate entrea- 
ties to behold the prisoner, who was in danger 
for her sake, your excellency would not judge 
me harshly. I would more readily abide the 
battle's brunt, than look upon her tears again." 

" How often hath she seen him ?" demanded 
Cromwell less severely ; for he too had been 
moved by this same maiden's tears* 

" But once, my lord." 
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"Alone?" 

" An aged nurse was with the lady all the 
time^ my lord." 

" And did she only seek to see the prisoner ? 
Did she not tempt thee to connive at his escape ?" 

" She did, my lord ; but I resisted all her 
prayers." 

" I thought her tears were not to be resisted," 
observed Cromwell searchingly. 

" I was spared beholding those," replied the 
officer, reddening at the remark. " Captain 
Fitzmaurice entering into my feelings, put her 
off with hopeful words at the time, leaving 
another to inform her of the whole truth 
this morning." 

" Did not the prisoner join in her entreaties 
then?" 

" No, my lord ; he would not seek to tempt 
me from my duty, were his words, knowing the 
great obligations I was under to your Excel- 
lency." 
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" How doth he bear his captivity ?" asked 
Cromwell after a brief silence, moved by the 
last reply. 

" As a christian soldier, and a man of honor 
my lord ; affirming his innocence, yet resign- 
ing himself to the .will of Heaven." 

"Dost thou esteem him innocent?" asked 
Cromwell earnestly. 

" If I may venture to say so, my lord, I do. 
He seems devoted to your Excellency, and the 
commonwealtL" 

" It is strange," murmured Cromwell un- 
conscious that he spoke aloud. " My heart 
cleaveth to the youth, despite his guilt ; but I 
am not to be fooled by a trifling fancy ; — the 
proofs of his sin are too strong to be set aside. 
Falconer and Stacey are hot for his death as a 
needful warning to others ; and the latter each 
day brings fresh evidence against him, whilst 
Ferringham pleads for his life, as though he 
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were hia own son. And no (me knoweth of 
what parentage the youth is come*'' 

" I have loaded thee with benefits — ^I have 
trusted thee above others^ Lieutenant Holden ; 
and yet thou hast betrayed thy trust, and dis* 
obeyed my orders," observed Cromwell severely, 
after some moments of musing, during which 
time the officer stood in respectful silence. 

" In this matter, my lord, I have greatly 
erred, and confess my sin; but on all other 
points, I trust my duties have been well ful- 
filled." 

" I would fain believe so ; — but may I trust 
you again in this ?" 

" Most assuredly, my lord ; I will not see 
the lady again." 

" That were the safest plan," observed Crom- 
well with a grim smile. " Let me know should 
she seek {Admittance ; and detain her in capli*- 
vity till I have heard thy report Tell Captain 
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Fitzmauriee that he hath fifteen days to live ; 
but on the sixteenth he shall surely die, if he 
prove not his innocence on every point. To 
admit of his doing this, money and messengers 
shall be at his disposal ; but we will pay the 
one, and appoint the other ourselves ; and he 
shall neither receive nor send letters save such 
as shall be first submitted to our perusaL Let 
him be thankful for this favor ; for it is more 
than he merits ; and all he shall have. For 
the rest^ grant him sueh creature comforts and 
indulgences as suit his condition, and safe 
I^eeping ; — ^but if he escape, or hold converse 
with any, save some pious minister whom I 
may appoint, your life shall be the forfeit ; — I 
will not pardon disobedience twice. I require 
no thanks, but look to your acts," added Crom- 
well wamingly, quitting the apartment as 
abruptly as he had entered it, and leaving the 
.Lieutenant overwhelmed with surprise, and 
gratitude, and awe* 
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Cromwell's orders were strictly obeyed ; but 
whilst Maurice was truly grateful for his 
respite, and the means afforded him of proving 
his innocence, there needed but little considerar 
tion to convince him of the hopelessness of 
rebutting the charges brought against him by 
any of the means so graciously afforded him. 
The same difficulties impeded his coxurse now 
as at his previous examination and triaL 
Touching the letters— to clear himself, was to 
convict the friend of his youth, and the only 
son of his noble benefactor ; — to disclose where 
he had sojourned from the night of his wound, 
till his appearance at Whitehall, was to en- 
danger the peace of the generous, and high- 
minded Hagar. 

It sounded as a great kindness to grant him 
the command of money and messengers ; but it 
was in fact a show of favor not merely useless, 
but worse than useless, hampered as he was by 
affection to his friend, and gratitude to his 
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nurse> since his not availing himself of this 
means of communicating with those who might 
bear witness in his behdf, was naturally enough 
considered to arise from a secret consciousness 
of guilt ; and a conviction of the impossibility 
of clearing his character. His best friends 
admitted this, whilst his enemies made it the 
ground of fresh charges against him. 

Even if he could have resolved on breaking 
his promise to his nurse, which the fear of im- 
mediate death could not have induced him to 
do, the despatehing a letter directed to Hagar 
Somebody — Somewhere on Salisbury Plain — 
could afford little hope of advantage therefrom ; 
all therefore that remained in his power was 
to have it wildly spread in the neighbourhood 
of Amesbury, RoUestone, and Heale, that his 
execution was to take place on a certain day, 
imless before that period, some witness should 
appear who coidd prove where he had spent 
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the closing half of October ; and the beginning 
of November. 

A line of conduct to all appearance so puerile 
and inefficient, confirmed in the minds of many 
their belief in the prisoner's guilt, whilst the 
peculiarly sharp sighted few, who could always 
see something in nothing, suspected that the 
spreading of such a report was intended to ex- 
cite the people of Wilts to rise in his favor. 

Fearful if discovered of the consequences, not 
to herself but to Fitzmaurice, and satisfied that 
Lieutenant Holden could not again be induced 
to transgress the orders of tlie Lord General, 
Edith Ellerslie made no further attempt to see 
the prisoner ; but, despite the vigilance of his 
warder, what with her woman's wit, and the 
miller's gratitude, more than one precious scroll 
reached the hands of the condemned, from which 
he learnt that his betrothed was doing all that 
maiden's love could do to clear liis fame, and 
save his life. 
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^* Let us hope I let us trust I" wrote the inde- 
fatigable Edith to Maurice, even whilst her own 
heart was sinking with despair. 

Days passed away ; and no intelligence was 
receiyed by any that could tell in the prisoner's 
favor. The only person who saw him, save his 
guards, was Dr. Thomas Groodwin, afterwards 
one of Cromwell's chaplains ; who was admitted 
by the Lord General's orders: that Goodwin 
whose prayers during the last illness of the Pro- 
tector showed more of the presi^^mption of the 
fanatic, than the humble though fervent faith 
of the real christian. He spoke much of re- 
pentance and confession, not only as due to God, 
but also to man ; and though such a purpose 
w«fl not openly avowed, Fitzmaurice could 
plainly see that convinced of his evil intentions, 
as touching treason and murder, he hoped to 
elicit not merely an admission of his own guilty 
purpose, but also the names of his accomplices; 
throwing out as an inducement a hint of pardon 
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if nothing were concealed; but whether by 
Cromwell's permission or not, the prisoner could 
not determine. 

Vain was the eloquence of the zealous 
preacher ; for whilst fully admitting his sinful 
ness as a fallen creature in the sight of God, Fitz- 
maurice persisted in asserting his perfect inno- 
cence of the charges brought against him by 
man ; and as he likewise acknowledged a high 
reverence for the liturgy and doctrines of the 
Church of England, in which he had been 
reared, when separated from the tyranny of 
Laud and the Star Chamber, the minister re- 
ported him as one obstinate and stiflF necked, 
and inclined to hold commimion with the proud 
and bigoted prelatists— a report which was cal- 
culated to do him incalculable mischief at such 
a moment, even in the mind of the tolerant 
Cromwell, some of whose most furious foes at 
that period, were the displaced clergymen of the 
royalist party. 
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Days, as we have said, passed on without any 
ie^rcumptance occurring in favor of the prisoner ; 
a portion of hope passed away with each fleeting 
hour, and Fitzmaurice, yielding up all idea' of 
life, turned his thoughts to a due preparation 
for death. The certainty of meeting Edith no 
more on earth was his bitterest pang ; but the 
agony it caused was concealed that he might 
the better soothe her sorrow. She too had lost 
all hope of saving him ; and the day before that 
which was fixed for his execution, he received 
and replied to her parting letter, covertly con- 
veyed through the medium of one of his gua]:;!ds. 
It was the letter of a loving, but high minded 
woman, whose whole heart had been given 
never to be recalled : — whose life was bound up 
in his. Their peculiar and painful situation — 
the conviction which never left her that she was 
the principal cause of his condemnation to a 
shameful death; and the certainty that they 
should meet no more on earth, induced her to 
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0peak more openly of her affection than she 
would otherwise have done. He was to her as 
one already in the grave — she should scarcely 
siunrive him» but if she did for a short time, she 
shovld ever count herself as though his brid^ 
and cherish no hope but their meeting in heaven* 

The midnight chimes had struck^ yet still 
Fitemaurice sat Mrith that touching letter before 
him^ enclosing as a parting gift one long, black, 
glossy ciu*l. 

Other letters were on the table beside him, 
for, availing himself of Cromwell's permission, 
he had written to Sir Edward Ferringham and 
his son, taking an affectionate farewell of both, 
but in such guarded terms, as to excite no 
suspicion of the latter, should the letter be 
read by unfriendly eyes. He hdd also written 
to the Lord General himself, thanking him for 
all his marics of favor — respectfully but earnest- 
ly asserting his innocence ; and praying tliat 
should the truth ever come to light, his death 
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might be considered sufficient atonement for 
the sins of others. 

The few goods he possessed were disposed o^ 
all worldly colusems arranged — all worldly hopes 
la^ at rest — all eardily thoi^ts dismissed^ save 
those centered in Edith. It was the last great 
sthiggle of his soul : he could resign all else 
without a murmur, although it was a heavy 
trial for one, so young, and a gallant soldier, to 
die a shameful death, despised by those whom 
he most honored ; yes all this might be borne : 
but how could he endure the parting with the 
generous, the devoted, the high minded Edith, 
whose love so pure, so constant, was his own? 

For hours he sat gazing on that one raven 
cntl, and the words her hand had traced^ — ^her 
heart had dictated, whilst his pallid features 
showed by their varying expression, the feel^ 
ings warring within his soul — then those fea- 
tures settled into the cold rigidity of marble. 
H 3 
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The tress was reverently folded up in the letter : 
and both placed within his vest next to his 
heart. 

The last fond lingering thoughts of earth 
were laid aside; and kneding with his hand 
upon the holy volume that had proved his 
truest solace, he turned in humble, fervent 
prayer to Him who if — 

" He taketh earthly life— a life celestial giveth." 
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CHAPTER IV. 



On the morning fixed for the execution of 
Maurice Fitzmaurice^ Colonel Falconer sat 
alone in the handsome library that was the 
greatest ornament of his stately mansion in the 
Strand. The furniture^ though partaking some- 
what of the character of the owner, and bor- 
dering on the stem and grand, was such as 
befitted the descendant of a long line of gallant 
ancestors, who if not ennobled by their 83ve- 
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reigns had been held In high estimation by them ; 
and might have been graced with titles had they 
so desired. 

The apartment was large and lofty^ adorned, 
with the finest works of authors, painters^ and 
sculptors; whilst a blazing fire on the broad* 
hearth^ shed warmth, light, and comfort all 
around. 

The room had a cheerful, happy look and 
feel ; but he who sat within it — ^the owner of 
its splendour — ^the master of thpusands — courted 
by flatterers — honored by the rulers of the land 
— wore a clouded and a troubled brow. The 
poor starving beggar would have deemed it a 
blessing worth recording, to have been allowed 
to stand only ten minutes beside that blazing, 
crackling fire, tor it would have brought the 
warmth into his numbed limbs, chilled by the 
keen December air ; but he who had sat beside 
it in an easy chair for the last hour felt nothing 
of this warmth ; and shivered as he gazed upon it. 
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unconscious as it seemed on what he looked. 
His eye wandered round the apartment with a 
vague, unseeing gaze, that rested not on book, 
or bust, or painter's master^pieoe ; but seemed 
to follow some imaginary form — some indistinct 
and misty vision of the over-excited brain. 

He knew that within an hour Maurice Fitz- 
maurioe was to die; and it was he who had 
hastened, and fixed his doom. His voice had 
been raised against him at his first examination 
— his voice had been raised against him on the 
trial — his words on the preceding day, joined to 
the arguments of Stacey, who had produced 
fresh evidence against the prisoner, had induced 
the Lord General to sign the order for his 
execution. It might be said that it was his 
doing ; and that the youth would owe his death 
to him. It was true that Stacey, his loved and 
trusted relative, had shown equal, if not greater 
eagerness for that youth's condemnation ; but 
he had not needed his cousin's urging to quicken 
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his zeal; and it was his word that had decided 
Cromwell. 

And now that the execution was fixed, and 
the prisoner must die within an hour, he who 
had been so hot against him, felt a fear, a re- 
gret, a horror creeping over him, that was every 
moment growing more insupportable. Wherever 
he turned — on whatever he looked, there were 
the pallid, corpse-Eke features of Maurice Fitz- 
maurice, with an expression of gentle, but sad 
reproach in his large hazel eyes ; whilst the last 
words which he had addressed to himself — ^ May 
you meet with the mercy hereafter you refuse 
to me now,* were ever sounding in his ears with 
the startling tone of the muffled death bell. 

In vain he repeated to himself — the youth 
meditated treason and murder and deserved to 
die : and it was not fitting that I should allow 
a sudden liking — a fancied resemblance to her 
whom I loved so long, and lost so soon, to weigh 
against the proofs of his guilt, and win me to 
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woman's pity : I struggled against the weakness 
that would have spared him, and I conquered. 
In spite of this repetition, this self-justification 
against self-accusation, those parting words only 
sounded the more painfully distinct; and the, 
doom that he had pronounced on another in 
earth, he heard pronounced on himself in heaven. 

In vain he bade the vision of that youthful, 
corpse -like face begone ! — there it was still ever 
before him — the sad reproachful look, growing 
more reproachful still — the likeness to his lost 
wife more striking — more distracting. 

The miniature of her whom he had won after 
long years of love, and doubt, and difficulty, 
for he had been but a poor younger son in his 
youth, and then lost by a fearful accident 
within two years after their union, lay on a 
table beside him. He took it up, and gazed 
upon it, as he had been wont to do for years, 
looking to it for consolation amid all his sor- 
rows, as he would have done to her whose 
H 5 
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image it was, had she still lived to bless and 
oomfort him. 

But now there was neither comfort nor con- 
solation to be won from the semblance, which 
had so often yielded it before. The longer he 
gazed, the stronger to his fancy became the 
likened between Maurice Fitzmaurice and his 
lost wife; and it seemed to his bewildered 
mind that the miniature wore, instead of its 
usual soft expression, the sad and reproachful 
look of the visionary face that haunted his 
chamber, and would leave him no peace. Each 
moment^ to his imagination, the reproachful 
look grew more reproachful, until at length 
those erewhile gentle, and loving eyes seemed 
to dart glances of anger and abhorrence ; and 
the ruby lips opened to utter the word — 
murderer ! 

The fear — ^the unaccountable horror which 
had Dcen creeping over him, grew mgre intense.; 
his brain grew dizzy ; and to save himself from 
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coming madness, he laid down the miniature 
with a shaking hand, placing the face down- 
wards, so that he might not look again upon its 
harrowing expression. 

Accustomed to turn to the holy bible on all 
occasions, as were most of the men of his party, 
for counsel, or consolation ; he naturally turned 
to it on the present occasion, opening its leaves 
at a venture, as he had often done before, to 
take guidance from the first text that should 
meet his eye, a custom prevalent among those 
of his time, and savouring more of a mystic 
religion, and visionary delusion, than sober, 
heartfelt Christianity. 

The holy volume had indeed been his guide 
and counsellor for many years ; but unhappily, 
as is too much the case among erring men, he 
had made his own stern spirit the interpreter of 
inspiration ; and soured and made gloomy by 
early misfortune, and with no loving wife or 
child to twine around, and soften his proud 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



156 THE SECRET FOE. 

heart ; whilst he was well versed in the terrors 
of the law — the threats and the denunciations 
of the Old Testament, and skilful to argue on 
the doctrines of the New, the beautiful precepts 
of love and charity to all, taught by the words 
— enforced by the example of a blessed Saviour 
were passed unheeded by, or brought forth no 
fruit ; they were as the seed that fell upon un- 
profitable ground. 

He would have died for the truths of religion, 
had he been required to play the martyr : — he 
would have spent life and fortune in converting 
the heathen to a knowledge of the one true 
God— he would have fought, nay had done eo 
already, against ecclesiastical tyranny, depriving 
man of the right of judgment; but of the 
gentle, the warm, the overflowing love of the 
meek spirit that receives the gospel of peace 
and good will to all, as a little child, he as 
yet knew nothing. He had read of Faith, 
and Hope, and Charity ; but if he had read. 
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he did not feel that ^^ the greatest of these is 
Charity," 

The holy volume opened at the part re- 
cording Jephtha's vow; and his eyes were 
rivetted on the words * his only child.' He 
closed the book with a shudder ; and covered 
his eyes with his spread hands, to shut out the 
pa'lid face of Fitzmaurice, which still thrust it-- 
self before him. 

And why should all this be? Till a few 
days prior to the battle of Worcester, he had 
never seen the youth ; and even now, having 
lived much secluded in a distant county, he 
kne\^ nothing further of his history, save that 
he was the adopted son of Sir Edward Ferring- 
ham ; and - scandal whispered entitled to his 
name, as well as his protection. He had been 
actuated by no private enmity, nay had strug- 
gled against a weakness in his favor ; and prided 
himself on having subdued it. He had con- 
demned others before — why had not their re- 
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proachful looks thus risen up in juc^ment 
against him ? 

It was a delusion sent to try him — ^a tempta- 
tion from the evil oue. He would turn to 
piayer as a refuge. 

He tried bo to turn, but in vain, He could 
not realise the presence of his Creator and Ke- 
deemer — the forms of his wife aiid Fitzmaurice 
seemed to stand between him and the Throne 
of Grace : — the words died unuttered on his 
lips ; and the cold clammy dew of an unearthly 
dread came on his furrowed brow^ He had 
been wont to place the proof of Godliness, ra- 
ther in a strong assurance of salvation, and 
fluency in prayer, than on a christian temper, 
and christian acts; and now that no words 
came at his will, and his proud spirit was 
crushed by a vague and mysterious fear, he 
felt as an outcast — detested by men— abandoned 
by his God — a murderer ! — a second Cain ! 

The hands that had been extended dropt by 
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his side ; and he sank back in the tall upright 
chsdr, with the ghastly hue of death upon his 
face. 

A bustle without caused him to start up and 
endeavour to regain composure — ^his proud 
spirit was galled at the idea that strangers, or 
followers, or even friends should behold him so 
overwhelmed. He strove to appear more calm 
and stem than usual to conceal his emotion ; 
but calmness and sternness gave way to sur- 
prise, as an aged woman in poor apparel burst 
into the room, and waving back the domestics 
who had in vain endeavoured to stay her, 
advanced with a hurried st^p towards the 
haughty owner of the mansion." 

** Hagar Bryant !" exclaimed Colonel Falco- 
ner, staring at the intruder with distended eyes. 
^' What brings thee hither at this moment ? 
Art thou come to mock ?" 

" I came n'ot to mock thee, thou proud, stern 
man, but to save thy son," replied Hagar so- 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



160 THE SECRET FOE. 

lemnly^ though ahnost breathless with the speed 
with which she had sought his presence. 

" My son I Say'st thou my son ? Who is he ?" 
questioned the Colonel, starting up and glaring 
on the speaker. 

" Maurice Fitzmaurice ; who dies if you save 
him not/' replied Hagar Bryant. " He is doom- 
ed to death— it is said by your means." 

" He is ! he is ! I am his murderer !" almost 
shrieked the agonised father, sinking back into 
the chair from which he had just risen. ^^ The 
face of my murdered son is before me; and 
there stands his mother with her look of angry 
reproaclu There ! there ! do you not see them ?" 
he continued, pointing with his finger, and fol- 
lowing some imaginary figure with staring eyes. 
" There 1 there they stand ! they come between 
me, and the mercy seat. My prayers are not 
heard — they aredrowned in his trumpet tongued 
words, * Strike and spare not! Cut off the 
leper, lest the leprosy spread in the camp !' Yes 1 
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yes ! the mercy I refused to him, is denied to 
me. They are in bliss unspeakable ; but there 
is an impassable gulf between me and them. 
There is no peace for my soul — no rest for my 
foot. I must wander abroad till the day of 
judgment like another Cain, with the brand of 
murder on my brow. There ! there ! how they 
frown. Others would* have spared him ; but I 
would not : I slew my son — my only son !" 

A wild and horrid laugh that rang through 
the whole apartment closed this fearful raving ; 
and then the agonised and self-convicted father 
crushed by the shock, and ov^whelmed by the 
horror of his guilt, lay silent and motionless 
with open mouth, and staring eyes. 

" What have I done?" exclaim^ poor Hagar 
in despair, wringing her haioWs. " I came to 
save the son ; and have killed the father. And 
now, when every moment is precious ; and he 
alone can preserve him, for none beside will 
listen to my words, the youth will die for not 
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breaking hia word to me ^ and his death will be 
laid on my bead. How then can I hope that 
my prayers for my own son shall be heard. 
Who could have thought that this . proud, un^ 
pitying man would have been so overcome ! 
Ah ! but he breathes — ^he moves. There may 
yet be time I" and dashing her hand into a vase 
that stood near^ she flung the water over his 
face^ again and again. 

Boused and revived by the shock of the cold 
liquid^ he shuddered^ p^ted^ and struggled to 
breathe more freely ; whilst the blood, driven 
back to his heart, began to reflow through every 
vein. Hagar remembering that she had seen 
refreshments in the anteroom, humed thither, 
and returned ^e her absence had been remarked, 
with a goblet of wine in her hand. 

" What is this ? There are thousands of ser- 
pents hissing in my ears; and two ghastly 
figures mocking and frowning at me," said 
Colonel Falconer to Hagar, who stood beside- 
him. 
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"No, no;" sai^ Hagar soothingly, "there 
are no serpents and no figures. You have been 
faint that is all ; drink this, and rouse yourself." 

Falconer did as she desired; and in a few 
moments his counteAanoe lost much of its un- 
earthly, haggard look. He was quickly re- 
covering strength and consciousness; but not 
so quickly as to satisfy Hagar, to whom every 
instant appeared an age ; yet she dared not ad- 
dress him too suddenly, so there she stood 
stamping her foot with impatience, and watching 
his slightest movement with intense anxiety. 

He looked slowly round the room, each fea- 
ture gaining more expression as he gazed; 
then steadily and searchingly at Hagar, closing 
his scrutiny with a deep drawn breath. 

" Is it all a fearful dream ? Does my wife — 
does my boy still live, that his nurse stands so 
boldly there?" he questioned wildly, his con- 
sciousness but half restored. 
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The impatient Hagar could wait no longer. 

" It is no dream, " she replied grasping his 
arm, " and no time for dreaming. Up ! up, and 
be stirring, or your son will die, exe you can 
save him." 

" My son !"he repeated in a bewildered tone ; 
then, pressing his hand across his brow, he con- 
tinued more distinctly. " I remember now. Did 
you not say that Maurice Fitzmaurice was my 
son?" 

" I did. He is your son. Why sit you staring 
there, when your utmost speed can scarce avail 
to save him?" cried the eager, and excited Hagar. 

" Will you swear that he is my son ?" ques- 
tioned the agitated father. 

" That will I if needful ; but the mole on 
his left arm will be proof suflScient." 

"But they said that my boy was dead: — 
that he and my wife were in the ^.thomless pit. 
Is it truth that you tell me now ? In pity deceive 
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me not 1" cried the excited Falconer, looking 
eagerly into her face, longing yet fearing to be- 
lieve her words. 

*^ It is the truth ; I could not deceive you. 
He who destroyed the mother, spared the boy 
to wring naore money from his employer: I 
would I might say from pity," 

" But you — ^you told me that he was dead 
And you have been mad since then. Is it ail 
a dream? all a delirium? or are you come to 
mock at my misery ?" he questioned, grasping 
her arm so fiercely, that the marks of his fingers 
remained long on the skin. 

" I was not mad till you made me so by 
your threats — ^till, by your orders, I was thrust 
out, homeless and pennilesss upon the desolate 
moor, yet I come not to mock your miseiry ; 
but to bring you joy. Maurice Fitzmaurice is 
your long mourned son ; but this is no moment 
for question or answer. The youth is con- 
demned to die. See ! see ! how the minutes 
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pass away T she continued more wUdly, pointp- 
ing to an antique clock whose loud tick, tick, 
sounded as the death watch in her ear. 

" To die I and my word fixed his doom !" 
said Falconer with a look and tone of horror. 

*^ Think not now of that," cried the im- 
patient Hagar, shaking his arm to rouse him, 
for she feared another fainting fit ** Stay not 
here, doubting, repenting ; but up ! and be 
doing, whilst there is yet time to save the 
youth." 

" Is there yet time ?" questioned Falconer 
wildly, roused by her words as she had hoped. 

** Yes, yes ; with God's blessing, if you 
but speed ; tarry no longer ! up and away !" 

" I tarry not ; peradventure the Lord may 
save me from this sin. Away ! away ! on ! 
on!" 

The hope of yet saving his son renewed the 
strength and energy of the horror-«8tricken 
father. Without waiting for cloak or hat, he 
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rusbed madlj out of the house^ and into the 
crowded street, closely followed by Hagar, to 
the surprise of his gaping^ wondering domestics. 

As he sped along with frantic haste^ and 
Hagar in her poor, and toil worn garments at his 
heels^ the busy throng through whom he dashed 
— first stared- — then laughed, repeating with a 
jest his constant cry, away! away! on on;" 
but when they saw his grey hairs floating in 
the northern wind, and marked his haggard 
countenance and look of agony ; and heard his 
words. " For life — ^for death^ make way ! make 
way!" laughter and jest gave place to pity 
and amazement. Each one who met him 
moved aside, with an involuntary feeling of 
good will and awe — ^the crowd before, opened to 
let him pass, closing behind as he sped on; 
and looking after him in stupid wonderment. 

But though his headlong speed amazed 
and startled all he passed, to him it only seemed 
as if he crawled, so feiurf ul was he lest the 
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youth should die, ere he could win his pardon- 
As he turned out of the Strand down towards 
Whitehall, the chimes of the Abbey clock UAd 
three quarters afler ten^ The youth had but 
one brief quarter of an hour more to live ; and 
how was he in that short space of time to stay 
the execution, and win Cromwell's pardon? 
Each chime seemed to ring out — murderer in 
his ear — each stroke struck as a dagger's point 
to his heart. 

Still half bewildered from the shock occasion- 
ed by Hagar's sudden announcement, his actions 
had rather been the effect of impulse than of 
thought, and his growing ferr lest he should be 
too late, whilst it increased his agony, clouded 
his judgment. 

At the time of which we write, neither the 
mode nor place of execution was so definitively 
fixed as now. The axe was not considered the 
privilege of nobility — ^the bullet, and the cord 
Avere awarded at will, and Tyburn, Tower Hill, 
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Covent Garden, Holborn, and Palace yard, 
were each in their turn the scene of death and 
sorrow. 

Colonel Falconer knew that Fitzmaurice, aa 
having proved himself a gallant soldier, was to 
suffer a soldier's death, and be shot in Palace 
Yard as the Abbey clock should strike the 
hour of eleven ; and as he neared the entrance 
to the place appointed for the execution, he 
judged from the density of the crowd, and the 
sounds from without and within, that, the 
awful preparations were all completed; and 
that he could count on no delay, in carrying 
the sentence into effect. 

He shuddered as he heard those around him 
speak of the youth's death as certain — some in 
the tone of pity — some in the tone of blame ; 
and as those against whom he pushed turned 
back to look upon him, in every glance he 
seemed to read—** there goes the murderer of 
his only son." Now came the thought, should 
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he force his way into the yard, and unplore the 
commanding oifficer. Colonel Bond, to stay the 
execution till he conld receire further orders 
from Cromwell ? or should he rush on at once 
to the Lord General himself^ and gain his son's 
pardon from his old iriend first ? There was 
just time for this if he encountered no obstacles, 
and Colonel Bond was a harsh, unyielding 
man, with whom he had been at enmity for 
years ; but should any thing impede his instant 
access to Cromwell, the pardon, for he never 
anticipated the possibility of a refusal to his 
prayer, might come too late. 

It was a moment of more bitter agony than 
any he had yet endured. The life of his son 
might hang on his decision; nay, even this 
moment of doubt might compass his death. 
He was still undecided, when he saw Major 
Stacey standing a few paces off. He doubted 
no more; this was indeed a happy chance. 
He knew that his highly valued kinsman 
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possessed considerable influence with Colonel 
Bond, and on this valued kinsman's exertions 
in favor of his son he felt assured he might 
rely. Though his next heir in case of his 
dying without issue, his grief at the loss of 
Mrs. Falconer and her boy had been so apparent 
and so strong, that the heart of the bereaved 
husband and father had been doaely knit to 
him ever since. 

" Stacey !*' cried Falconer pressing dose to 
his side, and grasping his arm. '^ Hasten to 
Colonel Bond and persuade him — ^you can do 
this — ^to delay the execution till he hear from 
CromwelL The youth is my son. On your 
life let him not die I I go to the Lord General 
to obtain his pardon.'' 

" What say you ? What mean you ?" 
questioned the startled Stacey, glaring upon 
the speaker with a face to the full as haggard 
as his own. 

Fitzmaurice is my son. Let him not die I" 
I 3 
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repeated Falconer more distiiictly. You are 
horror stricken like myself^ at the thought that 
my voice was raised for his death.'' 

" You have been deceived, my dear cousin. 
You know not what you say. Let me lead you 
back to your house. Stand not here exposed to 
the gaze of the idle and^ vicious multitude," 
replied Mtyor Stacqy, rallying and speaking in 
a soothing tone. 

" I tell you the youth is my son ; Hagar 
Bryant, his nurse, hath said it," cried the agi- 
tated Falconer, resisting his efforts to lead him 
away. 

" Believe her not I she was for years the in- 
mate of a madhouse," observed Major Stacey, 
striving to master all show of emotion, though 
his lips had grown of a livid hue at the soimd 
of that woman's name. 

" Doubt her not, Stacey ! Doubt her liot ! 
She speaks the truth — ^my heart confirms her 
words, and there is the mark on Iiis lefl arm. 
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In, in to Colonel Bond, and save my boy, whUfit 
I speed on to Cromvr ell ; he will heed you, de- 
spite his enmity to me. Lose not an instant — 
hasten J away ! away I I rely on you." 

*^ You may. Go you to Cromwell; it was 
s^d but now, that he had ridden into the city," 
replied Major Stacey with a show of sudden 
zeal. " The youth shall—" 

" Live r cried the now hopeful fadier, clo- 
sing the sentence, and moving away with a 
somewhat lightened heart, in the direction of 
the palace. 

^^ Die I" muttered his much valued kinsman 

in a hollow tone, whilst a gleam of hate and 

' triumph came into his keen grey eye. " Fool I 

does he think I will thu9 lose the fruit of sin 

and toil ? He may rely on me," 

Those around him involuntarily shuddered at 
his look and tone, though they could not dis- 
tinguish the words ; but absorbed in his dark 
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defflgn, he foigot that he stood in a crowd, till 
he found the difficulty of piercing through 
it. 

*' Oh, madman I madman ! Then my labours 
are vain I — ^my prayers unheard ! The youth 
is given over as a prey to his guilty kinsman, 
and most deadly though secret foe I The lamb 
delivered to the safe keeping of the wolf," cried 
the half frantic Hagar, wringing her hands as 
she heard the closing words between Falconer 
and Stacey, the crowd having separated her for 
some moments from the former. 

She would have stopped the deluded father ; 
but he was already beyond her reach ; and she 
could see, by the wavering backwards and for- 
wards of the sea of heads, that he was forcing 
his way towards the palace, either forgetting, or 
disbelieving what Stacey had said about the 
Lord General having ridden into the city; 
and loud above the hum of that gathered throng. 
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she could distinguish his voice — ^ Let me pass! 
Let me pass for the love of heaven ! I go to 
save my son." 

His cry was heard, and the people out of re- 
spect for his grey hairs, or touched by his look 
of grief, pressed closer together to make him a 
l)ath. 

For some moments Hagar stood silent and stu<- 
pified, uncertain what course to pursue, when 
the sight of a figure but too well known roused 
her to fresh exertions. A few paces distant 
stood the son for whose safety on earth, and 
pardon in heaven she had borne so much, and 
beside him was Major Stacey, whispering some- 
thing in his ear. 

She could not catch the words; but she 
caught the look that accompanied them ; and 
the mother's blood ran cold as she gazed. Her 
son was in the livery of the Lord General's 
household; and she judged from his motions. 
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that Major Stacey had passed something secret- 
ly into his hand« It might be money — ^it might 
be a dagger — ^it might be only a paper, but she 
felt that whatever it was there was an evil pur- 
pose in the gift. 

She pressed forwards in hopes of dissuading 
her son from the conmiission of any new sin to 
which Stacey might have tempted him; but 
before she could. reach the spot where he stood, 
the whisperers had separated ; and owing to a sud- 
den and violent movement among the populace, 
she could not even distinguish which way he 
had taken ; and without even this knowledge, to 
seek him among the crowd must be but * Love's 
labour lost.' To follow Colonel Falconer she 
considered would be equally useless, as, if her 
conjectures were correct, before he could return 
from Cromwell the evil purposed against Fitz- 
maurice, whatever it might be, would probably 
have been accomplished. What could she do 
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to save him ? A glimpse of the figure of Major 
Stacey, as he passed through the gate into the 
palace yard, determined her course. 

Could she also obtain an entrance, she would 
at least be ready on the spot to proclaim his 
guilt, should circumstances require her so to do ; 
and proclaim it she would rather than let 
Maurice die, however great the danger which 
she might thus bring upon her son. 

All may resolve ; but all must have felt at 
some period or other of their lives, that it is 
easier to resolve, than to execute ; and Hagar 
Bryant was not destined to prove an exception 
to this rule. From a belief that many were 
implicated in the plot for assassinating Crom- 
well, and placing Charles Stuart on the throne ; 
and under the idea that there might be an attempt 
to rescue the prisoner, none were admitted 
within the yard, save those previously furnished 
with tickets, i>T those who possessed some inter- 
est with the officers or soldiers ; and this fear 
I 5 
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being increased by tke great number of those 
assembled without ; even when Hagar had sue-* 
ceeded with the greatest difficulty in reaching 
the gate near which she had been standing, she 
found it well secured ; and the sentinel within 
inexorable to all her prayers for admission. 

" As you hope for heaven let me in! There 
is evil plotting, and I have that to tell which 
may save Captain Fitzmaurice. Let me pass 
I implore you !" cried Hagar passionately, 
nearly frantic at the delay. 

Her manner was eo earnest — so truthful, that 
the sentinel looked half relenting; but his 
orders were strict, and he shook his head in 
denial. 

" What is that you say ?" asked a stranger 
in the crowd, whose garments like her own 
looked soiled and travel worn; and whose intel- 
ligent countenance bore an expression of eager 
anxiety. 

** I pray yon to gain me admittance if you 
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can, sir;" replied poor Hagar, gathering hope 
from the question^ though there was little 
in the appearance of the questioner, a man 
seemingly in a humble station, which should 
warrant her idea, that he could aid her. " There 
has been falsehood and treachery used against 
the prisoner, and I can tell that which maj^ save 
his life ; but there is no time to lose — a minute 
hence may' be too late." 

" Say you so ? then you shall go in, good 
woman, on the instant," exclaimed the stranger 
with a brightened look. 

And the grateful miller, for he was this in- 
quisitive stranger, was as as good as his word. 
There was a brief parley with the sentinel to 
whom his person was known; and then the 
gate was opened for the admission of Lieutenant 
Holden's uncle, and Hagar Bryant 
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CHAPTER V. 



Colonel Falconer was not the only person 
who on the morning appointed for Maurioe's 
execution^ found his mind disturbed by thoughts 
of the unhappy prisoner. The Lord General 
himself was compelled to admit his inability to 
transact the business of the state with his usual 
clearness and promptitude. 

He was seated in the same apartment^ where 
Fitzmaurice's examination had taken place ; and 
let him turn which way he would, the pale face 
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of the young soldier, sad but resigned, as he 
had seen him at his departure, rose up before 
him ; distracting his thoughts and troubling his 
mind. 

Pushing away the public documents on which 
he had been endeavouring in vain to fix his 
attention, Cromwell took up a smaller packet 
tied with a silken string ; and began looking 
over the papers of which it was composed, con- 
sisting of notes of the evidence on the late 
Court Martial— the letters which Maurice 
would not deny to be his ; and in short, the 
whole of the evidence that had been adduced 
against him, in public and in private; some 
brought forward only the night before by 
Stacey, who had shown unwearied zeal in this 
matter ; and which had finally determined the 
General not to grant, as he had before intended, 
a further respite. 

After running his eye hastily over the 
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papers^ the Lord General laid them down with 
a look of regret 

" I knew not before how much I loved the 
youth," he murmured as he did so. " So brave 
— so frank — so high-minded on all other occa* 
sions. But the proofs are too strong against 
him. Falconer and Stace j are rights though I 
yielded reluctantly; but for these, proofs 
of his falsehood, which they brought me last 
night, I would still have spared him. I could 
forgive his design against myself, though mark- 
ed by the blackest ingratitude ; but there is his 
treason against the commonwealth. No; he 
must die. His country demands his death! 
Yet it is a pity too," be added in a gentler tone. 
" So young--^so brave. And that high souled 
maiden too — ^the child of my old playmate, Edith 
Warren. I would rather encounter a whole 
band of assassins than her prayers and tears. 
The Lord give her strength to bear the trial. 
It is a sad necessity ; but he must die." 
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Thrusting the proofs of Maurice's guilt into 
9> drawer, he turned again to the public docu- 
ments, resolved that no thought of the prisoner 
should again divert his attention ; but resolu- 
tions to chain our thoughts are but as ropes of 
sand ; and the chimes of the Abbey clock 
struck a painful chill to his heart, as they had 
done to the heart of the horror-stricken father. 

^^ Only one short quarter of an hour more to 
live," he said in a low voice, unconscious that he 
bad spoken aloud ; and as unconscious that 
his eyes were fixed for some minutes on a time- 
piece standing above the hearth. Then becom- 
ing aware of the weakness, he steeled his soul 
to a sterner mood ; ^nd turned back again to 
the papers ; but before he could resume their 
examination he heard a rustling of silk in the 
gallery without; and the next instant Edith 
EUerslie, followed by her cousin, Mistress 
Riddal, burst into the chamber. 

" Mercy 1 Mercy ! here are lettws," e;^- 
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claimed the panting, and almost breathless 
Edith, throwing herself at Cromwell's feet, and 
holding a paper towards him. 

** What is this ? Are my very guards turn- 
ed traitors that they disobey my orders ? How 
gained you admission contrary to my com- 
mands ?" questioned the Lord General sternly. 
" By virtue of a pass from my mother's 
friend kind Mistress Cromwell, my Lord ; who 
bade me say, in her name, that she prayed you 
to read the letters I bring, and grant a pardon 
to the prisoner," 

" Thou art over bold, damsel ; ' and countest 
too much on the favor shown thee before," 
answered the Lord General with a clouded 
brow, without venturing to look on the kneel- 
ing girl, whose tears had unnerved him on a 
former occasion. 

*^ I pray your pardon, my lord, if my boldr 
ness hath offended; but I pray you also to 
remember that you promised to spare the pri- 
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soner if I oould bring proof of his innocence," 
said Edith humbly, her high hopes checked by 
Cromwell's sternness. 

" Have you such proof?" questioned the Lord 
General quickly, extending his hand for the 
papers which Edith held towards him. 

"I have, my lord," said Edith, with a 
brightened look. 

**Call you this, proof of his innocence?" 
exclaimed Cromwell harshly, whilst an expres- 
sion of regret might have been traced in his 
stern features, as he concluded his hasty perusal 
of the packet from the contents of which Edith 
had hoped so much. ** This letter from Major 
EUerslie doth but establish the fact of his 
having contrived the escape of that hot headed 
malignant." * 

" That he aided my cousin, my lord, from 
generous motives was never gainsaid ; but Ma- 
jor EUerslie denies on his honor all knowledge 
of any plot against the person of your excel- 
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lency ; or his participation in any plan for 
effecting a change in the commonwealth^ since 
his word was pledged to Captain Fitzmaurice 
to keep clear of such for a year to come," urged 
Edith in reply. 

** His honor I" repeated Cromwell contemp- 
tuously. 

** It hath never been stsdned, and should not 
be doubted/' answered Edith firmly, whilst a 
faint and fleeting flush glanced across her pallid 
cheek, at this insult to her cousin. '^ And see 
you not, my lord, she continued eagerly, that if 
needful he proposes to come over in person, and 
prove the truth of his words." 

" He were wiser to keep away ; and so he 
seems to think," rejoined Cromwell ironically, 
"there is a price set on his head." 

Edith shuddered at his words but spoke not ; 
and the Lord General continued. 

"And these other letters — what do they 
contain? Naught but assertions from those 
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delinquents^ Mistress Hyde and her sister, that 
Captain Fitzmaurice knew not that Charles 
Stuart was Charles Stuart ; and professed mar- 
yellous love and respect for a certain Oliver 
Cromwell, and defended him warmly agiunst 
all charges brought against him. What I doth 
this Oliver Cromwell stand so low in the world's 
esteem, that he needeth the defence of a name- 
less adventurer — a soldier of fortune, on whom 
he had heaped many favors? And what wise 
man trusteth the assertions of babbling women ? 
and those, followers of the fortunes of that pro- 
fligate, Charles Stuart ? They are trying the air 
of France, as it seemeth by this letter, and they 
have done well by so doing, if they like not a 
sojourn within four stone walls. Get you gone ! 
I am not in my dotage. Thou art over forward 
and daring; it would be but thy desert, if I 
caused thee to share the prisoner's doom." 

" Say not to share, but to bear in his stead, 
and I will bless you," cried Edith eagerly. 
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" Ha! say St thou so, maiden? Art thou so 
ready to die?" questioned the Lord General, 
fixing a searching gaze upon her. 

^^ For him. When he is gone, what charm 
hath life for me ?" Her tone was sad — so very 
sad, that Cromwell turned away in silence. 

" I come commissioned by my husband Major 
Riddall, my Lord, to say, with his dutiful re- 
spects, that he will readily stand surety for 
Captain Fitzmaurioe, if it so please you to spare 
him. Illness alone preventeth his paying his 
duty in person," said Mistress Biddall, thinking 
this a good moment to deliver her message; 
but, alarmed at the Lord General's sternness, 
she spoke with a faltering voice and timid air, 
which were displeasing to him who heard her. 

" Let Major Biddall look to his own doings, 
and those of his wife, since she gaddeth about 
after handsome young gallants, leaving her sick 
husband to be nursed by whom he may," cried 
Cromwell turning angrily upon her. 
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" I did but come at his bidding," faltered the 
lady, trembling In every limb. 

" Then go back at mine, madam ; and tell 
llajor Biddall^ that I trust not his suretyship 
for a traitor ; and ask not his dictation as to 
whom I shall spare. The youth must die ! You 
have my answer, and now depart." 

Mistress Biddall shrank back in terror ; but 
Edith with a wild and thrilling scream clung to 
the knees of the Lord General, who had turned 
to sununon an attendant to conduct the ladies 
thence. " Mercy ! mercy I — spare him ! spare 
him !" were all the words she could command. 

" I camiot — I dare not His guilt is too 
plain," said Cromwell in a husky voice, striving 
to free himself from her convulsive grasp; but 
without venturing to look upon the kneeling 
suppliant. 

*^I knew not that you were thus engaged," 
exclaimed Colonel Falconer in surprise, as 
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almost breathless with his frantic speed he 
burst into the apartment, with his grey locks 
disordered by the wind^ and his cheeks of an 
ashy paleness. 

" It is much against my oWnSi^ill,'' replied 
Cromwell sharply^ angry at having l^en agam 
exposed to the tears and prayers of Edith, to 
which he could not remain as insensible as he 
desired. " I pray you to free me from the im- 
portunities of this maiden, who is kneeling thus 
to win a pardon for Captain Fitzmaurice." 

*^ Is she ? then heaven bless her, let her be 
who she may! Bather shall my prayers be 
joined to hers — ^rather shall iny knees like hers 
be bent. But there is no time for prayers or 
explanations now. Give me his pardon on the 
instant, or come yourself and speak the word," 
cried the eager father, heedless of all save his 
son's danger. 

'^What means all this? Art thou raving. 
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Falconer?" questioned the Lord General in 
utter amazement, gazing with wonder on the 
haggard countenance of the speaker. 

"No, no ; not raving now, though the 
thought of the youth's peril made me well 
nigh mad but a few minutes since. I will ex- 
plain anon; but now sign his pardon, ere it 
prove too late. Haste I haste! I must have it on 
the instant." 

" Must have it on the instant ! to whom 
do you speak thus ?" asked Cromwell severely, 
drawing back with knit brows. 

** I have no time to waste in idle ceremony. 
I speak not to you, as the Lord General ; but 
as Oliver Cromwell, my old familiar friend. 
Grant me his pardon — the youth is my son I" 

" Your son !" repeated all in wonder. 

" My son, preserved for selfish purposes by 
him, who destroyed his mother. Haste Crom- 
well, to pronounce his pardon." 

" This is some idle working of the brain ; or 
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the Lord hath seen fitting to smite thee with 
madness," answered the Lord General; a sup- 
position borne out by the wild light gleaming 
in Falconer's eyes. " For days hast thou been 
hotly urging on his doom ; nay, even but last 
night, when I still paused, the pen that signed 
his death warrant was handed me by thee." 

" I know it ! I know it 1" cried the horror- 
stricken father clasping his hands in agony. 
** The Lord hath made the bloodthirstiness of 
my spirit to recoil upon myself. Should he 
die it will be my doing. Oh, Cromwell ! make 
me not the murderer of my son — my only son. 
Send me not down into the grave where there 
is no repentance, with such a sin upon my head ! 
Pity the anguish of my souL" 

" I do pity thee— most truly pity thee ; but 
I can do no more," said Cromwell in a husky 
voice, turning aside that none might mark the 
working of his features. " Think of thine own 
words. — * Strike and spare not ! Cut off the 
leper lest the leprosy spread I' " 
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" Bring not those cruel words against me, 
and him ! Hath prosperity hardened thy heart, 
that thou who hast shown mercy before, will 
have vengeance now ?'* 

" Not vengeance — but justice. I dare not 
spare him. The proofs of his guilt are as thou 
knowest too strong against him; and Stacey 
hath been with me this morning to say that the 
sentence must be executed, for the army and 
parliament murmur at my delay, and the royal- 
ists threaten a rising, deeming my arm too weak 
to punish. Calm thee. Falconer! this is but 
some tale of the malignants to gain thy favor 
for the youth," said Cromwell soothingly, lay- 
ing his hand gently on the shoulder of his old 
friend. " Believe me it is as I say. Plead for 
him no more. Were he mine own son he must 
die, unless he could prove his innocence." 

" Were he your own son, Cromwell, say you 
he must die ? No ; no : you could not do it," 
cried the agonised father, gazing wildly upon 

VOL. III. K 

Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



194 THE SECRET FOE. 

him, as though to learn the doom of his own 
child, from the expression of the Lord Gene- 
ral's features. 

" Doubtless the Lord would give me strength 
for the trial," answered Cromwell in a hollow 
voice, but a shudder shook the frame of the 
affectionate parent as he spoke. 

** No, Cromwell ; you could not — ^you could 
not — ^I read it in your eyes. Such conduct 
would be but heathen stoicism, not christian 
fortitude. So have I said myself in former 
days ; but I knew not then that I had a son. 
I liave sinned — greatly sinned, in giving harsh 
and bloody counsel : man slays in his pride ; 
but the Lord delighteth to spare. And shall 
guilty man show less compassion? Oh, spare 
him ! spare him !" 

" Harass me no more ! I cannot — dare not ; 
the youth must die !" said the Lord General, 
speaking the more sternly, to conceal how much 
he was moved. 
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'* Say not so. I have battled for thee in th^ 
field — I have battled for thee in the council — 
we have stood side by side when death was 
around, and about us : — oh ! take not thou the 
life of my only son I Let not mine own familiar 
friend make me the murderer of my only child ! 
Think I think ! his murderer — for it is no de- 
ceit — ^he is my boy — ^the child of my lost angel 
wife. See! seel upon my knees I pray his 
pardon. I will be bondsman for his future 
conduct Take all I have for fine to pay the 
past ; and leave me penniless^ so you but give 
me back my son. Turn not away I I will bend 
lower still — ^these scant grey locks shall grovel 
in the dust, and I will clasp thy feet and water 
them with tears as doth this maiden. Heaven 
bless her for those tears and pleading looks !" 

" If there were but a hope of disproving the 
charges," said Cromwell in low and faltering 
tones, covering his face with his hand that he 
k3 
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might not behold the agony of those who were 
kneeling before hin). 

" Give us time that we may do so," cried the 
wretched father, unconscionly including the 
weeping Edith in his reply. *' Give us days — 
hours only if you will grant no more, to think 
and to question. If guilty, cut him not off thus 
suddenly in his guilt I if maligned by his ene- 
mies, slay not the innocent I a respite ! a respite ! 
and peradventure the Lord, who hath thus 
wonderfully brought to light his birth, may as 
wonderfully bring to light his innocence, and 
save me from this fearful sin." 

Whilst the eager eyes of the pleaders were 
^till fixed upon the hesitating Cromwell, the 
attention of all was attracted by the sound of 
footsteps and voices without, in loud contention ; 
the purport of which was soon apparent from 
the words of him whose entrance the attendants 
had in vain endeavoured to prevent. 
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" What ! not enter, being a stranger, unless 
I give up my sword, and submit to be searched !" 
exclaimed a clear, a-nd angry, though not un* 
musical voice, the hearing of which caused 
Edith's heart to beat with a quickened pulse. 
" Hath the Lord General learnt to fear, since 
he hath been made a ruler in the land ? Such 
was not his wont when only a simple soldier. 
But I have no time for idle parleys, and punc- 
tilios, so there goes my sword. See that it 
strike you not!" and the weapon was fluiag across 
the gallery. " I fear not to enter the lion's den 
unarmed ; and in good truth it can matter little, 
since I dare not hope to come out thence alive. 
Stand aside, varlet I I tell you I will speak fac^ 
to face with the Lord General." 

" Francis !" murmured Edith, as the intruder 
burst into the apartment. 

" Major EUerslie !" exclaimed Cromwell in 
surprise, as the high spirited, but somewhat 
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hot-headed royalist^ with whose person he was 
well acquainted, stood boldly confronting 
him. 

" The same, my Lord General," replied the 
cavalier, dofiing his plumed hat with stately 
courtesy. ^^ And bent as I guess on the self same 
errand as that kneeling maiden, and aged man ; I 

namely, the safety of Captain Fitzmaurice, my 
. gallant preserver, and as zealous a friend to the 
commonwealth, and his commander, as a man 
need have. But there is this difference between 
us ; they bring but their prayers to move your 
pity, whilst I bring in myself a substitute to 
satisfy your justice, or your vengeance. He 
dies it is said for having succoured me when a 
starving fugitive ; and therefore I come, as in 
honor bound, to take his place. I surrender 
myself to you, my lord ; do with me as you 
will" 

** Are you aware that a price is set on your 
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head^ dead or alive; and that your death, if 
taken, is little less than certain ?^- questioned 
Cromwell, fixing a keen gaze on the bold royalist. 
"Perfectly so; but as I was beyond your 
reach, save through my own will, I claim that 
my death may suffice ; and that two ^all not 
suffer for the same crime, as you call it. I count 
not on life ; only grant me a space to embrace 
my cousin, and make my peace with Heaven ; 
and then I am ready for what doom you please, 
as soon as I have cleared my own honor from 
foul aspersions, and presented these proofs of 
the prisoner's innocence. I have fought against 
you, my Lord General, in the open field; and 
with God's good will, I would do so again, could 
I get but a score of men to out-face your thou- 
sand ; but my soul is unstained by the thought 
of murder. I am a soldier, but no assassin ; and 
if, as you say, there hath been a plot to cut you 
off in secret, I know nothing of such ; and they 
who but hint that I have taken, or would take 
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the slightest part in the same^ have baselj 
lied. In more honorable plots, if such there 
be, I am bound to Captain Fitzmaurice to take 
no share for a year to come ; and there is but 
little chance I trow of my living till the end of 
that time.'* 

" But little I should think," observed Crom- 
well drily. 

" I am the bearer of a letter from Charles 
Stu — y the King — I must out with the words, 
treason or no treason,'* continued the fiery 
cavalier, without noticing Cromwell's remark^ 
^^ in which he affirms to be true all that 
Captain Fitzmaurice related touching his igno-. 
ranee of the person, or plans of his Majesty ; 
and their meeting on the down, when he was 
dangerously wounded by Captain Tooker, for 
declining to promise secrecy." 

" Charley Stuart affirms !" repeated Crom- 
well contemptuously. " Ask any who have 
relied on him, how his word may be trusted ?" 
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The hand of the cavalier sought the hilt of 
his sword, forgetting that no sword was there. 

*^ Is it generous to speak disrespectfully of 
an exiled King, when his faithful subject hath 
not the means of defending his honor ?" said the 
cavalier indignantly. 

" That honor is of little worth which needs 
the defence of the sword ; but the feelings of an 
unarmed prisoner should be respected," replied 
Cromwell more courteously, though his eye 
kindled at the rebuke. " Have you aught 
more to say, or other papers to show ?" 

" I have letters from royalists and round- 
heads, proving that Captain Tooker played 
false to both, as suited his own interest, keep* 
ing fair with all, and using such speech, and 
doing such deeds as pleased him best, with 
little regard to truth or honor, so that his word 
against another should not be taken ; and more- 
over he had a private rivalry, and enmity 
against Captain Fitzmaurice. He was wrecked 
K 5 

Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



202 THE 8ECBET FOE, 

as I hear, In crossing to France ; the fear of a 
disclosure of his treason urging his flight 
Were he living, he should answer for his base 
threats and falsehood to my cousin.'' 

** Art thou sure of this?" questioned Crom- 
well in surprise. 

" There are the letters to bear out what I 
aflSrm," replied the cavalier hotly. ** Fearing 
that what I sent to my cousin by the hands of 
another might not suffice: I procured these 
documents, and hastened hither myself, neither 
resting by day nor night. I have no more to 
tell ; but trust what I have said and brought 
will clear Captsdn Fitzmaurice from the foul 
charges against him." 

" Should they not prove sufficient for this 
purpose, I have that which must," said Sir 
Edward Ferringham, advancing into the room 
with a feeble step, and a countenance that bore 
strong traces of sickness and of suffering. ^^ The 
letters which caused his condemnation were 
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not written by Maurice, but by one, who, 
partly from jest, and partly from affection, used 
often to borrow his signature and copy his 
writing. Here is the confession of the real 
criminal, who from love to a royalist maiden 
was tempted to share in a plot, of which 
neither he nor she knew the fuU extent." 

*^ Why did not the youth then deny the 
charge, and point out the guilty usurper of hia 
cipher?" questioned Cromwell a little incredu- 
lously, though willing as it seemed from his 
tone to be easily satisfied by an explanation. 

" Because by so doing he would have de- 
stroyed the friend of his youth^ and wrung the 
heart of him, who had cherished his childhood." 

** My noble boy 1" exclaimed Colonel Falconer 
proudly, glancing involuntarily at Edith, whose 
answering look showed her fidl participation in 
his feeling of exultation. 

" B is like the youth 1 he hath been hardly 
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dealt by,** said Cromwell frankly. " But who 
then is the real criminal ?" 

" Spare me, Cromwell I spare a father, 
stricken and bowed down with grief. Yet no ; 
all must be told in justice to Fitzmaurice, 
though to clear the child of my adoption, I must 
disclose the guilt of my only son. Maurice is 
innocent as I always maintained, well knowing 
his noble nature, but he who bears my name 
has greatly sinned. Here is his confession full 
of remorse and anxiety to save his friend — I 
Id^ow not how to plead for him — and yet a 
father's heart — " faltered Sir Edward, clinging 
to a chair for support. 

** Must not be doubly pained," said Cromwell 
kindly, laying his hand upon his shoulder. ** Let 
your son keep out of the way; and as little 
mention shall be made of his name as may be. 
Your words have removed a weight from my 
spirit, for I loved the youth, and my heart was 
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wrung thougli I dared not yield to the prayers 
of his friends. It may be I was over resolute ! 
if so your pardon^ Falconer," he continued hold- 
ing out his hand to the Colonel, who had started 
up to aid in supporting Ferringham, in whose 
anguish he could fully sympathise. " You will 
bear in mind, that I would have pardoned him 
long since, but for the arguments of others. 
Even an hour only before you came I wavered; 
but S£acey brought fresh proofs of guilt, and 
threatened tumults, if I showed him mercy." 

" Stacey did this I And I have prayed him 
to delay the execution," exclaimed the fearful 
father, with a look of horror. " He promised 
me that they should wait till they had heard 
from you. But should he play me false ! — or 
Colonel Bond prove obdurate ! — And yet he 
said I might rely upon him." 

" Rely upon him for no good to Fitzmaurice," 
observed Major Ellerslie abruptly. " If I under- 
stood what passed between him and a miscreant 
named Bryant, and which I overheard when in 
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hiding after the battle of Worcester^ they sought 
his life when a boy ; and resolved to take it 
when a man — ^why I know not.** 

** For lucre ; he is my next heir. Hark ! 
hark I Too late t too late 1" cried Colonel Fal- 
coner in despair, as the Abbey ckjck struck the 
hour of elesven. 

" That we should have stood idling thus !" 
exclaimed the Lord General in a tone that 
showed how fully he partook the father's agony. 

** But he may be saved with speed — ^five mi- 
nutes were enoughs" 

** Let not the ladies quit that apartment,'* 
was Cromwell's hurried order as he rushed along 
the gallery, followed by Falconer, EUerslie, 
and Ferringham. 

The doors flew open at the approach of the 
Lord General — ^none stayed his steps, though 
all he met looked after him in wonder : — but as 
he reached the entrance to the palace yard, the 
fatal word was given.. 
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CHAPTER VL 



Fitzmaurice had waked at a later hour than 
usual on the morning appomted for his execu- 
tion. He had been blessed with happy dreams 
— all hope — all love — all joy — bearing no refe- 
rence to his approaching fate. He had been 
walking with Edith in a pleasant garden, her 
hand in his — a smile upon her coral lip — a 
blush upon her rounded cheek ; and it required 
more than one look round his narrow prison to 
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make him clearly comprehend the stem reality 
before him. For some minutes he sat coyering 
his eyes, to phut out those bare stone walls from 
his view, that he might, if possible, recall the 
lovely vision that had blessed him, in his sleep ; 
then, ashamed of his weakness, with a prayer 
for her future happiness, he strove to tear his 
thoughts from earth and fix them On that heaven 
within whose courts he hoped ere long to stand. 

Resigned to his fate, and without a hope of 
pardon, he sought no occasion for delay; but 
after joining in prayer with the pious minister, 
a friend of Howe's, whose attendance he had re- 
quested, he quitted his chamber with a slow 
but steady step 1 and a face which though pale, 
wa'S yet full of manly resolution. If the bright 
hopes and buoyant spirit of his youth had passed 
away — the firmness, and the tinist of christian 
faith now well supplied their place. 

Not that this trust and firmness had been 
gained without a struggle. He had not been 
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worn down by the toils and cares of life — he 
was not sinking into the grave a feeble, decrepid 
old man, on whose blunted senses, even enjoy- 
ment palled ; nor was he gently called away at 
the close of a well spent life, his parting mo- 
ments cheered and soothed by the tender tones 
of friendship and affection : — no : he was torn 
away from life just in the heyday of his youth, 
when that life from which he was thus violently 
rent was opening out before him in all the 
glowing colours of his manhood's spring, when 
every sense was keenly sensitive — when hope 
was bright, undimmed as yet by sad experience ; 
and when his love was as a beauteous flower 
in the rich summer time, unstained by touch of 
earth — ^imbowed by winter storms. 

Thus in the splendour of his youth, and hope, 
and love, was he to die ! And how to die ? 
Not by the wasting, patience-teaching touch of 
sickness, tended, honored, and lamented by his 
friends and kindred, but by a sudden and a shame- 
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f ul death : branded with foul, dishonoring crime 
— disowned — unhonored — unattended — even 
unwept it might be, save by the one whom he 
had loved so well ; and whom his death would 
leave heartbroken — desolate. 

The ardent happy temperament of the young 
soldier caused him to feel all this more keenly; 
but he had prayed, himibly, fervently for reag- 
nation; and resignation had been given; lie 
was prepared and strengthened as he hoped for 
all he might encounter; but though he had 
passed in review with astonishing firmness, all 
the circumstances, as he believed, of his ap 
preaching death, a trifling occurrence — a sound 
— ^ sight that would have passed imheeded by 
another, caused him a sudden shock — a deeper 
pang. As he was crossing a small court, the 
thrilling song of a lark burst full upon his ear. 
The bu*d was imprisoned as he had been ; and 
thus there seemed a link between them ; but 
the cage had been hung out by the hand of its 
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loving owner, a little girl, to catch the raya of 
the morning sun; and that sun shone out so 
brightly for the season that it scarcely seemed 
to be December. There was none of the qui- 
vering rapturous motion of the wings, which 
had so much delighted*Fitzmaurice in Wiltshire ; 
and the song was faint and poor in comparison 
with the rich inebriating burst of melody that 
had greeted him there ; but still as he paused 
to listen, and then glancing upwards caught a 
glimpse of the clear azure sky, the contrast of 
his feelings now with those with which he had 
first beheld those free, bold, open downs, was too 
bitter to be borne unmoved. A tremor shook 
his frame ; and the pale cheek grew paler stilL 
It was one of those rare days of early winter, 
which would well nigh go to balance a whole 
month of fog or snow. Whilst all was clear 
immediately around, a golden haze hung in the 
distance ; it was a day of poetry of feeling — 
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a day for the memory of all things loved and 
lost ; and the poor prisoner felt as if its brightness 
and its beauty mocked him. 

" I would it had rained T was his thought 
with an irrepressible shudder; and then 
ashamed of the weakness^ and catching the 
enquiring gaze of the good minister, he passed 
on with a quicker step. 

The harsh bigotry and unamiable character 
of Colonel Bond were strongly depicted on his 
features ; but Fitzmaurice remarked it not ; 
expecting no favour at his hands, his disposition 
was a matter of indifference; nay, even the 
remarks of the bystanders, some expressive of 
the deepest pity, and others of a fanatical 
hatred, were unheard. 

The preparations for his death were observed 
with an unchanging cheek; and after shaking hands 
with Lieutenant Holden, who seemed far more 
affected than the criminal, he knelt down and 
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joined in the closing prayer which the good 
minister was pouring forth, with a less clear 
and steady voice than was his wont 

Whilst Maurice was thus engaged. Major 
Stacey, making his way through the crowd 
within the yard, approached Colonel Bond, who 
stood at a little distance. 

" I come at Colonel Falconer's entreaty to 
request you to defer Captain Fitzmaurice's 
execution, till you hear from him, or the Lord 
General," began Major Stacey panting as if 
with the speed he had used ; and speaking loud 
enough to be heard by those close round, 
though not sufficiently so to attract the atten- 
tion of the prisoner. " Some woman who was 
mad long since, has told him something about 
the youth's being his son ; and he wishes for 
time to make enquiries." 

" Let him enqiiire as he will ; but I stay 
not the execution at his bidding ; or for the 
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raying of a mad woman. I take my orders 
from the Lord General Cromwell, not from 
Colonel Falconer," answered Bond haughtily. 

^^ Nay ; I said not that the woman was mad 
now, only that she was so some years since ; 
and my kinsman himself has never been as he 
was before the death of his lady and child. 
He looked more like a maniac when I met him 
just now, than a sober man in his right senses ; 
yet, nevertheless I must perform my mission, 
and pray you to grant the youth life till you 
hear again from Falconer; who it may be» 
thinking that he had no right to expect such a 
favor at your hands, employed me to intercede 
in his behalf." 

" Were it in aught else I would readily 
oblige you Major Stacey ; but in this matter I 
must do my duty," replied Colonel Bond, re- 
joicing, with the meanness of a little mind, in 
having it in his power to refuse a request from 
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the man whom he envied and hated. " Were 
it a personal favor to yourself," he added graci- 
ously, ** it should be granted at once." 

" Then I must ask it as for my myself, lest 
my kinsman should think me slack in his 
service." 

** Of that I will acquit you ; but if I have 
been rightly informed, you entertain no doubt 
of his guilt." 

'* None whatever ; yet for my kinsman's 
sake, and to keep my promise to him, I must 
still pray for a brief respite." 

" Is this your zeal for the commonwealth. 
Major Stacey ? You are not the patriot I 
deemed you, thus setting private feeling against 
public duty. But here comes one wearing th^ 
livery of Cromwell, who may be the bearer of * 
the message for which Colonel Falconer desired 
that I should wa k." 

" From his Excellency the Lord General, 
sir ; with orders to deliver it immediately into 
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your own hands," s^d the servant, bending 
low, and presenting a small folded paper. 

" Let Captain Fitzmaurice be shot on the 
instant. 

« O. C." 
Repeated Colonel Bond, reading the contents 
of the paper aloud, as he had before read them 
to himself; and then handing it to Major 
Stacey. 

The writing appeared abrupt and hurried, as 
might be expected on such an occasion; but 
there was nothing to raise a doubt of its being 
genuine, in the mind of Colonel Bond. 

" What say you now. Major Stacey ?" he en- 
quired, vainly endeavouring to repress a look of 
malignant triumph. 

" I can say no more. Doubtless my kinsman 
hath discovered that he had been deceived by 
lying fables," replied Major Stacey gravely, 
twisting and tearing the Lord General's man- 
date, imconsciously as those around him deem- 
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ed^ till the art of man might have been defied to 
ground any evidence thereon. 

^^ Then the prisoner lives not one minute 
longer!" exclaimed Colonel Bond in a tone so 
loud, as to disturb that prisoner's devotions, and 
rivet his attention. 

The startled Fitzmaurice glanced from Colo* 
nel Bond to Major Stacey, striving to read the 
meaning of those words from the expression of 
their coimtenances, then looking ftirther on, 
where the crowd seemed in motion, he saw a 
man in Cromwell's livery hastening out of the 
yard; and that man was Hagar's son; the 
Richard Hooper at whose presence he had al- 
ways felt a thrill of horror; whilst in another 
direction was Hagar herself, aided by the grate- 
ful miller, endeavouring to make her way to- 
wards the condemned. 

We have said that Maurice had striven hard 
to forget the things of earth, and that he had 
succeeded ; but as long as the soul is encum- 

VOL. nt L 
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bercd with the body, so long voll the events ot 
this passing life seize on the mind, and compel 
attention. A minute since, and hc^ess of 
pia*don he was resigned to die; but now that 
the sight of Bryant in Cromwell's livery awoke 
the suspicion of foul play, and the appearance 
of Hagar hurrying towards him, gave the hope 
of a release from his fatal promise of secrecy, 
and a knowledge of his lineage, the love of life 
returned anew ; and the horror of a shameful 
death at such a moment came on him rgain with 
threefold power. " I have been foully dealt by. 
Oh, that I could but live ten minutes more!" 
he cried in bitter tones. 

" Is this but a ijfiere creature-longing, or hast 
thou good reason for what thou sayest ?" en- 
qiiired the pious minister in a low toiie, struck 
by this burst from one, whose manly rei^gna- 
tion he had so much applauded. 

" It is no mere earthly longing. He who is 
hurrying forth in the Lord General's livery is 
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my deadly foe ; and could I lire but ten minuted 
longer, I might learn of my kindred and dear 
my honor* But the wish is vain ; Colonel Bond 
and Major Stacey are my enemke/' he added 
sadly, 

^^ So I fear; but I may yet gain you that 
timey'' replied the mimster, touched by Ms 
words. " Down, down," he continued as the 
youth would have started up, pressing lus hand 
upon his shoulder. ** Be deaf to their orders, 
and seom to heed only my words. The Lord 
pardon! me, if, for once, I use his service as a 
cloak to a human purpose." 

To continue kneeling was in Maurice's power ; 
but to heed the prayer which the humane divine 
poiu-ed forth in a louder tone, wata task beyond 
his self-control; and looks and thoughts were 
bent alone upon the friendly Hagar, who was 
maMng her way towards him. 

^' The Lord Greneral hath sent an order for 
L 3 
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\ 

the instant execution of the criminal/ ex-^ 
claimed Colonel Bond in a harsh^ ungracious 
tone» signingy as he spoke^ to the soldiers who 
were to fire on the prisoner^ to take their places. 

*^ No I no I That message came not from the 
Lord GreneraL The youth must not die," cried 
Hagar wildly, rushing forwards and addressing 
Colonel Bond. 

^^ What mad woman is this ? Take her to 
prison ; and let him look to it who gave her 
admission," replied the Colonel in high wrath. 

^^I am not mad ! I am not mad ! Only hear 
me ! " screamed Hagar, struggling with the 
soldiers, who seized upon her by their com- 
mander's order. " That message came not from 
the Lord General, but from Major Stacey ; and 
Colonel Falconer is even now with his Excel- 
lency, pleading for pardon. If you would not 
have murder to answer for, stay till he come." 

** Take her away ! and stop her mouth that 
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she utter no more lies^^ shouted the Colonel^ in 
a still greater rage. ^'The prisoner dies at 
once." 

*^ Slay him at your peril 1 Colonel Falconer 
will avenge his death," screamed the eager 
Hagar, struggling violently with the 8oldier$ 
for freedom of speech, and freedom of action. 
** Major Stacey would murder him as he mur- 
dered — :^ The dose of the sentence was lost, 
for a broad hand was laid rudely over her 
moutL ^' Spare him I spare him I Let him 
Eve till his father — ^ cried Hag^, throwing off 
for an instant the rude rough hand ; — ^but it 
was replaced ; and the dose of this sentence 
too was lost. 

**Who is my father ?" shouted the excited 
Fitzmaurice, starting up in spite of the re- 
straining hand of the preacher, and attemptmg 
to reach the yet struggling Hagsir, in which 
purpose he was foiled by the facing of a line of 
guards. 
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" He Iktemed with breatibless eagemees for 
her reply; but a faint gui^liog in the throat, 
as she was forced from his sight was all he 
hearcL 

^Colonel B<md9 if you have the feelings of 
a man and a flcddier — bs you hope for mercy 
hereafter, grant me but five minutes speech 
widi that wretdied woman," exdiumed the 
9^^t6d Fkzmaurioe. ^^ She can free me from 
a promise, the keeping of wMch hath brought 
a stain on my honor; and she ean tell of my 
nam^ and my iineage." ' 

^^ The Lord General hatibi sent on order for 
the immediate execution of the sentence ; and 
his orders must be obeyed," replied Colonel 
Bond, seeking to veil his rage and malice under 
a show of ccddness and hauteur. 

^ The Lord G^o^rol is no mdi tjmxii m to 
refuse a soldier such a request, when so much 
dependd on its being granted. If you may not, 
or wiU not, accord me this favor on your 5>wn 
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authority^ at least Let his excellency be made 
acquainted with the circumfltances ; and if he 
deny my request, then will I sulmut without a 
mnrmur." 

^^ His Excellency's order was issued after a 
similar application from Colonel Falccmer ; and 
I must do my duty," replied the Colonel 
sharply, with difficulty ccmtroUing a greater 
show of rage at the prisoofir's bcddness. 

^^The Lord General once held Captain Fitz- 
maurice in h%h fitvor ; and bade me show him, 
whilst in my kee^nngy all reasonable courtesy. 
Had I not better, therefore, report the jwri- 
soner's words to his EbsioeUeocy, who would be 
well pleased if he could prove his innocence," 
Bu^ested Lieutenant Hohfen, humbly but 
earnestly. ** There is yet time." 

"Time! there is no timel Hear you not 
the Abbey clock] striking the appointed hour ? 
He should have oeased to live ere this," ex-- 
claimed Colonel Bond, with s^ burst of rage. 
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*^ Back^ sir ! do I tsommand here^ or do you ? 
Be silent I You may c(Hitrol your prisoners ; 
but you control not me. Your duty here is 
obedience and submission ; see that you do not 
again overstep it." 

Lieutenant Holden drew back with a flushed 
cheek. He had indeed no power there — he 
could do no more for his late prisoner, for 
whom he felt so warm an interest 

** Take your pkce. Captain Fitzmaurice ! 
There hath been too much cowardly delay al- 
ready," continued the infuriated Colonel^ turn- 
ing to Maurice. 

" The Lord General knows nothing of this 
woman, who, peradyenture, may reveal to him 
some important secret. Let the young man 
live till my return ; and J will seek him 
myself: he may be wrath should this not be 
done," said the good divine, convinced that an 
appeal to the humanity of the Colonel would 
be thrown away. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SECRET FOE. 225 

"Thou may'st go, an it please thee, to 
report the ravings of a mad woman, and the 
whinings of a coward. Master Sealy; but I 
engage not to await the result of thy meddling. 
Major Stacey can vouch that the writing was 
the Lord General's; and there must be no 
further daUying.** 

" I will but close my prayer ; and then thou 
shalt work thy will," replied the minister, 
keeping Fitzmaurice silent with a look; and 
making a sign to Lieutenant Holden to take 
advantage of this delay. 

** Thy prayer hath been of more than suffi- 
cient length already, meddling schismatic. Go 
finish thy discourse to those who desire to hear 
thee," answered the Colonel wrathfully ; for he, 
being a sour and bigoted Presbyterian, held the 
wor&y Independent minister in little esti- 
matibn. 

" Man of blood ! take heed how thou walk- 
L 5 
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est f began the preadier, in a solemn tone of 
adjuration. 

^^ I will hear no more/' cried the now infu- 
riated Bond. ^' Put him aside ! Take away 
this pnan of Belial, who would resist the 
lawful authority of hin^, who wieldeth the 
sword of justice. Away with him I out of the 
yard ! He shall no longer preach heresy and 
rebellion before my face." 

^^ Thou man of sin, and pride ! wilt thou do 
murder on the soul of the youth as well as oa 
his body?" began the zealous Sealy; but the 
rest of his words were lost in the tumult occa- 
sioned by his resistance to the efforts of some 
soldiers of Colonel Bond's own regiment to 
thrust him out of the yard, at their comman- 
der's order. 

*'Now, sir! to your place pn the instant) 
and meet death as a soldier should ; or thou 
shalt be bound and blindfolded like a coward," 
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exclaimed the wrathful Colonel to Fitzmaurice, 
after turning an instant to Staoey. 

" I have the Lord General's permission to 
die unblinded ; and myself giv^e the signal for 
my death," replied Fitzmaurice boldly, fronting 
the wrathful Cdbnel with a kindling eye. 
" And I call on all here assembled," he con- 
tinued in a loud, clear voice, " to bear witness 
' of the insults offered to that pious minister, and 
myself; and to report the same to my Lord 
CromwelL" 

" Silenoe, rebel, and traitor 1 and to your 
place I" exclaimed the Colonel, foaming with 
rage ; and still more wrathful, as murmurs in 
favor of the prisoner, and in condemnation of 
himsdf came to his ear& 

" Let this too be r^orted. Let it be told 
the Lord General that one at the point of 
death was not allowed a parting pray^ — a 
parting word,'^ md Fitzmaurice in a3 loud a 
tone as before. 
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^' Seize him ! bind and blindfold the cow- 
ard r cried Colonel Bond, almost choked with 
rage. 

" Coward thyself to offer such dastardly 
insults to an unarmed prisoner. Back ! Back on 
your livesr shouted the now highly excited 
Fitzmaurioe, flinging off two soldiers who had 
rushed forward to seize him. " As I have 
lived without fear, so will I die as a gallant 
soldier should," he continued, taking his place 
in front of those who were appointed to be his 
executioners. **Good people, I am innocent 
of the crimes for which I suffer ; and this I 
will maintain with my last breath. May the 
Lord pardon all who have had a share in my 
condemnation; and render my country free 
and happy," kneeling down as he spoke. 
** One minute to compose my ruffled mind 
with prayer ; and when I drop the hafldkerchief> 
then fire instantly. Be quick ! Be ileady !" 
he added, addressing those who fronted him. 
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The calming prayer had been said — ^the 
muskets were abready levelled^ and Fitzmaurice 
was on the point of dropping the handkerchief, 
as the signal for his death, when Lieutenant 
Holden, who was on the watch for any circum- 
stance that might advantage the prisoner, in 
whom he had taken so strong an interest, ex- 
claimed in a joyfnl tone, " Here comes the 
Lord General himself 1" 

" Fire I" cried a commanding voice, before 
Fitzmaurice had clearly understood the an- 
nouncement of the kind Lieutenant. 

It was this command which had shocked and 
startled Cromwell and his friends as lliey 
advanced up the yard, 

" Hold 1 on your lives T cried the Lord 
General in a voice of thunder, rushing towards 
the firing party at the same instant with Major 
Ellerslie ; both throwing themselves upon the 
astoundei soldiers — one beating up — the other 
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beatmg down their weapons^ whilcit Lieutenant 
HoWen joined in the cry of " Hold 1" 

The father bnlj saw his ohild ; and darting 
on with a madman's speed, he fell upon his n^ek 
exchdming — " My son ! my son I" thus stand- 
ing between him and bis e^eQutioners. 

The cry of the Lord General came too late I 
the efforts of himself and Major Ellerslie were 
only in part successful Whilst five of the 
muskets had been dashed aside, the contents of 
the sixth sped right to the heart of the prisoner, 
before the astonished soldier had comprehended 
the Lord General's purpose; ai^l when the 
smoke had cleared away; the &ther and his 
son were stretched on the ground senseless and 
bleeding, 

^^ Too late I too late I my noble Maurice^ is no 
more," murmured Sir Edward Ferringbam, 
tottering towards them; faint s^ feebly firoQjL 
long illness, and deep sufferiog. 
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- *^01i, LoFd! lay Hot this crime to my 
charge!" said CFomwell, bending over the 
bodies with a look of agony. ** I was too 
hasty; too obdurate." Then grief gave way 
to wrath. *^ Who dared to fire, when I bade 
him. Hold f" he demanded sternly 

^' I was astounded— I did not understand my 
lord — I pray your Excellency — I — I — I—*" 
stammered the poor trembling culprit, reading 
death in his General's look. 

^^ Take him out of my sight ; and never let 
me set eyes upon him again, as he would live !" 
exclaimed Cromwell in a voice of loathing ; the 
man's evident teiror^ having saved him from^a 
harsher doom. '^ Who gave the order to fire ?" 
he questioned still more fiercely, turning to 
Colonel Bond, whilst Sir Edward Femngham, 
Ellerslie, and others raised up the bodies. ^^ It 
was not Captain Fit;zmauried ; though stich 
was my command." 

** Not I, my Lord : — ^I gave no such order," 
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faltered the crestfallen Colonel, anticipating 
blame instead of praise as he had hoped, for his 
promptness. 

" Tlien who dared to give such an order where 
you alone should have commanded ? Speak 
out distinctly, sir I I will know the truth; and 
if there has been foul play, as I suspect, the 
youth shall be well avenged." 

** I know not, my Lord ; peradventure," 
began the bewildered Colonel, in great trepida- 
tion, lest his violence should be told against 
him, 

" No peradventures to me, sir ; I hold you 
responsible. Doth any one here know Vfho 
gave the word?" questioned Cromwell, with 
knit brows. 

" It was Major Stacey, my Lord ; " re- 
pHed the honest miller, coming forward boldly. 

^* Ha I Then that royalist gallant, reckless 
^ he is, spoke only the truth. Bid Major 
SW^y come hither," 
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But no Major Stacej was forthcoming ; and 
on furthel* enquiry it was found that a horse had 
been in waiting for him at one of the gates ; 
and that springing into the saddle^ he had gal- 
loped off at full speed in the direction of Epsom^ 
about the time when the order for his appear- 
ing had been issued. 

'* As I said before, I hold you accountable 
for the young man's death ; and that death shall 
not go unavenged," observed Cromwell sternly,, 
afler having conversed a few moments apart 
with tlie miller. ** Thou hast made public 
duty a pretence for gratifying private malice. 
Look to it ! for the shedding of innocent blood 
is on thy head. Give up thy sword. Thou 
shalt be tried for this murder, for such it is, 
and no less." 

** I pi^y you to hear me^ my Lord," pleaded 
the astonished and confounded Colonel. ^^ I did 
but obey your Excellency's order for the pri- 
soner's instant execution." 
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" I sent no such order. Where is it ?" 

** I gave it to Major Stacey, my lord. Ah! 
surely he hath taken it ynik him. It was he 
who told me — " 

" Produce it on thy trial, or thou «balt die,'' 
exclaimed Cromwell impatiently, cutting abort 
his exculpation, and turning angrily away. 

" My Lord General I have the pleasure to 
inform you that Captain Fitzmaurioe ie unin* 
jured, having only, fainted from the sudden 
transition, and over ex^^temfint before; and 
Colonel Falconer's wound may not be counted 
dangerous, if his mind C|iPL but be kept some- 
what composed," said Lieutenant Holden, ap- 
proaching at the moment. ^^ Had the Colonel, 
by rushing forward so suddenly, and faUing on 
his son's neck, not borne him down to the earth, 
there is little doubt but one or both must have 
died." 

" Oh I Lord I thank thee for this mercy ; fiir 
the youth's death lay heavy at my heart," exr 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



TraS 8BCSET FOE. 235 

claimed Croipawell solemnly. ^ Count on pro- 
motion, and my &yor througli life ; if only for 
beii^ the bearer of such blessed tidings/' he 
added witii a gracious look at the kind^and over- 
joyed Liezitenant. " Where are they ? Lead 
me to them." 

When Cromwell entered the apartment to 
which Colonel Falconer had been conveyed, he 
found him lying on a couch, with one hand 
damped m that of his son, who was kneeling be- 
side him.; The surgeon was preparing to dress 
a deep wound in lus shoulder, which was still 
bleeding ; and }m face was of a deadly paleness ; 
but there was a soft and happy expression on 
those pallid features which they had not worn 
for mimy a year. His son — ^his only son, whom 
he had mourned so long as dead, was restored to 
him almost by miracle. He felt that a great, 
an undeserved mercy had been bestowed upon 
faim ; and his proud heart was touched by the 
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thought. He remembered his harness and 
bigotry with deep regret — ^he shuddered at the 
remembrance of his son's perils condenmed to 
die by his persuasion ; and the hardened heart 
grew tender as a little child's, and the tears of 
penitent sorrow rolled down his cheeks. 

** I have done thee much wrong in doubting 
thy truth; and risking thy life, Fitzmaurice. 
Ask me aught that I can do in reparation, and 
it shall be done," said Cromwell frankly, grasp- 
ing the youth's only unoccupied hand. 

" Restore me, my Lord, to the place which I 
foimerly held in your estimation. Now that 
my fame is cleared ; and there is one who 
claims me as his son, I have no more to wish 
for," answered Fitzmaurice gratefully. ** Only 
as yet I can scarcely believe in my own happi- 
ness I and know not how it has been brought 
about" 

*' Alas t thou hast little cause to rejoice in 
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my calling thee 80ii> since but for the mercy of 
the Lord, I had been thy mmrderer ;" said Colo- 
nel Falconer greatly moved. 

"We were all to blame in that matter, save 
Ferringham, who could never believe in the 
youth's guilt,'' observed Cromwell kindly to 
lessen the father's remorse. 

"I had known Maurice from his childhood; 
and well has he repfdd my trust;" said Sir Ed- 
ward with glistening eyes. " How shall I ever 
requite thee, my noble boy?" 

"Ask not such a question my more than 
father. You cherished and reared me when 
nameless and penniless I to your care and affec- 
tion I owe all that I have — or am." 

" Yes, yes ; he cherished and cared for thee ; 
whilst I sought thy death. Thou must ever 
hate me, Maurice," exclaimed Colonel Falconer 
with a burst of bitter self-reproach. 

** Not so, sir— dear father if I may so call 
you ; some secret feeling, for which I could 
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not account, drew me towards you at our fint 
meetiDg ; and if your voice waa raised againsK 
me, it was because you deemed it your duty so 
to speak." 

'^ Duty 1" murmured the conseience^tricken 
father with a look of penitence. ^* I did but 
take the promptings of my own stem temper 
for the call of duty." 

** Colonel Falconer should be kept free from 
all emotion and excitement," interposed the 
surgeon, who marked the fading and flushing 
of his patient's cheek. 

^^ Thou hast spok^i wisely ; tiie past must 
not be again referred to, for tihe present,"' 
observed the Lord GeneraL "Whither go 
you, M i^or EUerslie ?" he continued in a sharper 
tone, addressing the royalist as he was leaving 
the room. 

"I go to remove the anxiety of my fair 
cousin ; and then, having surrendered myself to 
the Lord General Cromwell^ I must abide his 
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wiU," replied the cavalier, drawing himself tip 
witii a haughty air, offended at the supposition 
implied by the* question, that he purposed to 
escape. 

** Hasten to the maiden then ; it is well 
tliought of," answered Croinwell briefly, the 
kindling of his eye alone giving proof that he 
had marked his prisoner's ungracious, and some- 
what imprudent demeanour. 

'' Tell her— tell Edith," begar- Fitzmaurice 
eagerly. 

** Tell her nothing from him," interposed the 
Lord Generad in a peremptory tone ; *' but let her 
abide my coming where I left her." 

" I will divine and report all that thou wouldst 
have said," replied the reckless royalist, with a 
friendly smile on the lover; and a look of bold 
defiance at Cromwell, who answered this part- 
ing glance with a shake of the head, then draw- 
ing Sir Edward Ferringham aside they con- 
versed apart for some minutes, in too low a tone 
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of voice to be overheard. From their looks and 
gestures it appeared that Cromwell was ques- 
tioning Sir Edward as to the lett3rs which had 
been attributed to Maurice ; and that the wor^* 
thy Baronet whilst accusing his son^ as in honor 
and justice bound to do^ was at the same tune, 
with the fondness of a father, if not absolutely 
excusing, at least pleading for him. 

" Say no more," said Cromwell kindly, as he 
closed the conversation. " You who would 
have had us show mercy to another, may justly 
claim it at our hands ; the lesson of this morn- 
ing hath been too striking to be soon forgotten. 
I must speak a few words to you. Falconer ; 
and then we will leave you to the quiet, which 
you so much need ;" he added turning to the 
wounded man, and making a sign to Maurice to 
join Sir Edward at the window, where he was 
still standing. 

, The quick ears of the lover caught the name 
of Edith repeated more than once ; and the ex«- 
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planations of Sir Edward were in consequence 
only half understood 

^^ Maurice," said the wounded man in a low 
tone. 

His son was at hid side in a moment. 

** There is a maiden in the Lord General's 
cabinet, who joined her prayers to mine when I 
was pleading for thy life. Go bring her hither ; 
for I would look on her fair face again^ and join 
your hands. Think you she will come at my 
bidding, if you offer to become her guide ?" 

** I have little fear on that score," replied the 
idelighted lover pressing his father's hand, yet 
averting his glowing cheek. 

^' Be not impatient ; for I must first hold 
some converse with the damsel ; so I will go 
with thee, lest thou shouldst not find her," said 
Cromwell with a smile. 

^^ Now on ; and bid the damsel prepare for 
my coming, whilst I give some needful orders," 
observed tiie Lord General as they reached the 

VOL. m. H 
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ead of the gallery, baying marked with but half 
suppressed mirth the youth's impatiwce at his 
slow pace. 

There needed no second command; the next 
instant Fitzmaurice had burst into the cabinet, 
and received in his arms the half fainting, half 
weepmg Edith, consigned to his {»rotection by 
herg^ieious and high vpinted, but not oy^ 
prudent cousin. 

A smile, which he made no endeavour to re* 
press, curled the Lord General's Hp as the lover's 
exclamation — * Edith, my life I my love P broke 
on his ear ; and thoughts of his own fair, young 
daughters, and his wooing of their mother, came 
over his heart with a softening power. 

It was many minutes ore he entered the 
cabinet; and when he did so Maurice was 
whispering something to tlie blushing Edith, 
beside whom he sat; whilst her cousins, Mrs. 
Biddall and Mstjot I3Ierslie, were conversing 
togetii^ at the fortber end of the apartment. 
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Edith roee as he approached^ and would have 
spoken ; but that smile was still upon his lip^ 
and whilst it calmed her few remaining fears, it 
increased her confudon ; and she looked down 
in silence. 

^^ Were I to put thee oa thy trial, maiden, 
methinks it could be proved that thou hast held 
oommunication with a prisoner condemned for 
treason, in utter disobedience to my orders," 
said the Lord General searchingly. 

** Then do not put me on my trial; but par- 
don me if I have erred,'' answered the trembling 
Edith, with a deeper blush. 

^' Nay ; that were to make thee bolder than 
thou art abready, and th^re is no need of that 
Since thou canst not deny thy guilt; what if I 
{day the judge at once, and speak thy doom 
without a trial?" 

'^ I will submit," sidd Edith firmly, alter one 
hurried glance at Cromwell's coimtenance. 

^^ So be it then. As t^ou hast played the 
M 3 
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rebels and doet stand in need of sdiooling; I 
give thee over as a bondmaid to this youths that 
he may do his will with thee; and tame that 
daring sfarit.'' 

" Not so, I pray you : I will be bondmud 
only to the Lord Greneral Cromwell, and that 
through gratitude; but to none eke beside," 
replied Edith Ellerslie, raising her speaking 
eyes so foil of trust and reverence to his. 

^ Ah I say you so ? This was not in your 
thought when first we met," said Cromwell 
kindly, touched by her words and manner. 
"You feared me then, although you briaved 
me. Not as a bondmaid then to be his slave ; 
but as a free bom damsel for his bride, I give 
thee to this youth : and bid him cherish thee, as 
one, who by her noble daring and frank dealing, 
not only saved his life, but forced me to respect, 
nay love, the child of my old playmate Edith 
Warren. Tske her from me as the best gift I 
can bestow," he added placing the trembling 
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hand of Edith within that of Fitzmaurice. 
*'But if you hope to hold the rule, I bid you 
see to it; for she hatii looks and words at her 
command, it needs a stubborn spirit to resist.'' 

^' I will with joy submit me to her gentle 
rule,*' replied the enraptured lover, pressing the 
trembling hand that lingered, not reluctantly, 
in his, 

"I pray you, my Lord, to bear these words 
in mind, should I hereafter claim your witness 
in my favour : such words have sometimes been 
forgotten,'* said Edith archly, venturing one 
lightning glance of playftJ threatening at Fitz- 
maurice. 

" That will I, rest assured," replied the Lord 
General with a hearty laugh. *' Yours will be 
a well ruled household, Fitzmaurice I — a pattern 
for the nation." 

^* I doubt it not," answered the smiling lover, 
adding a whispered threat to Edith, whose hand 
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lie would not free, that nosed a richer bloom 
upon her cheek. 

^^ Ahl jou are well mated^ I sospect," said 
Cromwell with another laugh, crossing the 
room to Mistress Biddall, and addressing her 
with a frank oourt^, which soon remoTcd the 
fear caused by his former rudeness. "I have 
to pray your pardon, madam, for harsh frowns, 
and cutting words : I was not master of myself 
when I q)oke thus. I dared not yield; and yet 
could not remain unmoved. To prove that you 
excuse my savagenessf, permit me to present yoii 
to my wife and daughters ; your good husband's 
zcfd for the commonwealth, and your own weD 
known worth should have ensured you a more 
gracuous reception; but passion knows not 
friends from foes." 

Mistress Biddall replied in fitting terms ; and 
the Lord G^ieral turned with a graver air to his 
royalist prisoner. 



V. 
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^^Are you aware Major EUerslie that not 
only hath a price been set upon your head, but 
that the parliament hath also proclaimed, that 
he who shall put you to death will do the state 
good service ?" asked Cromwell sternly. 

^^ Most assuredly ; and on my journey hither 
I had much ado to keep this head on my 
shoulders, that your lordship might have the 
especial satisfaction of taking It off yourself," 
replied the daring royalist, fronting his int&rro* 
gator with a resolute, nay almost defying air» 
f^r'pray—^I entreat you, my Lord," began 
Edith in alarm, 

^* Major Ellerslie's life hath been risked for 
me; and since your Lordship gave me per- 
mission to ask what I would," began Fitz- 
maurice — 

" Not a word more I I deal in this matter as 
I will," replied Cromwell with severity, waving 
back both the pleaders. " B^nowing this, Major 
Ellerslie, you have shown little prudence in llms 
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thmstmg jourself into the lion's den, as you 
yourself termed it but now, though I owe you 
thanks for allowing me the honor of becoming 
your executioner." 

'^ There could he no question of prudence 
when my preserver's life was at stake," replied 
the royalist warmly. ^^And moreover, that 
was a virtue for which I was never famed." 

'^ So I should opine," observed the Lord 
General drily. ^' Is there no zealous firiend of 
the commonwealth, who will stand your surety ? 
The council is much incensed against you." 

^' I know none in the whole land who would 
be so daring, unless it were the Lord General 
Cromwell himself," replied the r^f^aUst frankly. 

^' Think you there would be much prudence 
in his so doing ?" enquired CromweU, fixing a 
keen gaze upon him, though scarcely able to 
suppress a smile. 

** Nay, my lord ; I vouch not for the 
prudence of such an act ; I tiiought only of its 
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generosity ; and that I neither expect, nor 
desire from the — ^ 

^* Speak it out boldly," said CromweU with a 
kindling eye, marking that the cavalier stopped 
abruptly, on catching a pleading glance from 
Edith. 

" It might be more prudent to keep silence," 
answered the royalist bitterly, 

** Much more prudent ; and since you show 
such an amendment in this ma,tter, I will even 
be daring enough to become your surety, as you 
proposed." 

** You mistake me> my lord ; I did not pro- 
pose it ; ^but on the contrary, named it as a 
thing impossible. I cannot accept this favor 
from you," replied the royalist hastily, struck 
with the magnanimity of Cromwell, yet deter- 
mined not to become his debtor« 

" Receive it not as a favor ; but as a mere 
act of justice. Since Fitzmaurice's life is no 
longer in peril — a substitute is no longer 
M 5 
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needed. To calm Ihe fears 9f your fair cousin, 
accept the offer thus frankly made^ which will 
bind you to nothing ; not even gratitude to 
one, whom I plainly see you still hold in abhor- 
rence.'* 

*^ Do you mean, my lord, that I shall not be 
required to take any oath in favor of the com- 
monwealth ; and that I shall be at liberty to go 
hither and thither, in England or in foreign 
land, at my will ; and that I may say and do 
as I please?'' questioned Major Ellerslie in 
some surprise, and more confusion. 

** Exactly so ; save that in honor to him who 
becomes thy surety, thou wilt let thy words 
and actions be guided by a little more than thy 
ordinary prudence," answered Cromwell calmly. 
*' Shall it be as I have proposed ?" he asked 
after a brief pause, during which time he had 
been watching the changing expression on the 
features of the royalist 

" I would rather have fought against you in 
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the field ; but smce that cannot he, I will grate- 
fully accept your generous offer; and admit, 
with shame, that my judgment of General 
Cromwell has been founded on prejudice rather 
than truth," replied Major EUerslie frankly, 
after a sharp struggle in his own mind, for it 
was galling to his feelings to accept freedom 
and favor from the man who had overthrown 
his sovereign. ** I will engage in no plot; but 
as for my prudence, as I informed your Excel- 
lency before, that is not to be vaunted of," he 
added frankly. 

" In becoming your surety on that point, I 
incur the risk with my eyes open," observed 
the Lord Greneral with a snule, which, if kindly 
was still a little grim. " But as it wiD be 
safer to have you imder my own eyes for a 
while, that I may instruct you thereia if need 
should arise, I must request you to remain my 
guest at Whitehall In a few days, I hope to 
make such arrangements with the parliament 
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and council^ as will enable you to remoye else- 
where at your pleasure when weary of my 
entertamment*" 

** I thank you for this kind consideration, 
my lord ; yet fear I am scarcely a fitting guest 
for the Lord General^ and his pious friends, 
who are counted somewhat particular in 
judging the words of us wild eavaUers," replied 
the royalist, in some embarrassment. 

'^ I will not think so ill of you. Major Ellers- 
lie, as to believe it," answered tHe Lord Grene- 
ral with a grave courtesy that well became him. 
'^We are not such gloomy ascetics as our 
enemies report; but encouragers of learning 
and the arts ; and if we look upon vain swear- 
ing as hurtful to the soul, and sinful towards 
God; we will not readily credit that Major 
EllersIIe considers this, and still blacker sins, to 
which some of Charles Stuart's followers are 
but too much addicted, to be indispensable in- 
gredients in the character of a cavalier." 
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" I thank you for this good opinion^ my lord, 
and b^ you to believe that thiis generous confi- 
dence shall never be abused," replied the roy- 
alist warmly, more moved by Cromwell's con- 
duct than he cared to show. 

** I do so believe. Major Ellerslie ; but it is 
not all on whom I would so rely. But l^eir 
coner waits our coming; having acquired a 
son this morning, he would fain welcome a 
daughter." 

As Cromwell, Edith and Maurice were on 
their way to the chamber where Colonel Fal- 
coner awaited their presence, poor Hagar, who 
had befere been conversing with Lieutenant 
Holden and the miller, springing eagerly for- 
ward, seized the arm of the latter ; and draw- 
ing him aside, requested him to obtain her 
instant liberation, and permission to depart. 

I have saved your life to-day and before ; in 
return, let me go to save the life — ^the soul of 
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him for whose sake alone I live^" were the 
closing words of her earnest appeal. 

" Who is that?" questioned Cromwell in 
surprise. 

"The woman of whom I spoke to your 
lordship but now," replied Lieutenant Holden^ 
stepping forward. *^She is most anxious to 
depart, but will not say whither." 

" I must speak with her first," said Cromwell ; 
" she may throw some light on this pretended 
message from myself. Who was the bearer of 
that paper to Colonel Bond this morning?" he 
questioned abruptly, fixing a keen gaze on the 
woman's countenance. 

Hagar was silent. She shook in every limb ; 
and her sunken cheeks grew of an ashy pale- 
ness, as she looked imploringly at Maurice. 

" Why tremble, woman? If innocent, thou 
shalt come to no harm ;" said Cromwell impa- 
tiently, imputing her terror to fear of his 
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anger. ^* You averred that paper was a forgery, 
as I understand." 

*^ Was it not so?" said Hagar with more com- 
posure. 

** It was ; but I would learn who wrote it — 
and who delivered it." 

"I saw it not written; but guessed that it 
came from Major Stacey, having caught his 
malignant look as he parted from Colonel Fal- 
coner at the gate." 

^ *' Ha 1 then are you the Hagar Bryant of 
whom Falconer spoke; and who alone can fully 
explain the past ?" 

"I can explain nothing," replied Hagar 
wildly, cowering beneath his steady gaze. 

"Provoke me not with this trifling woman! 
you can tell more than you would have me 
believe ; and I must and will know all." 

" All I" repeated Hagar in accents of terror, 
then turning with clasped hands to Fitzmaurice, 
she exclaimed, "I have risked much to save 
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you — aid me now. Let me go I let me go ! one 
minute more and I may be too late." 

It was not in the noble nature of Maurice to 
listen to this passionate appeal immoved. He 
knew^ as she truly said^ how much she had 
risked to save him ; and he Iqiew that her only 
thought-T^^her only hope was to preserve her 
son from the penalty due to his crimes, and 
from the commission of some fresh sin. 

"I have kept my promise, good Hagar; and 
will in gratitude aid thee to the utmost of my 
power, to fulfil thy holy purpose,'* said Fitz- 
maurice kindly. "You promised me, my lord, 
this morning, to grant me any favor I should 
ask ; and I request permission that this noble 
minded woman may depart at once unquestioned. 
This conduct may seem strange ; but I have 
good reason for so acting; and if you knew but 
half her worth, you would not hesitate." 

" I must first hear your reasons ; or question 
her," replied Cromwell sharply. 
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" I pray your pardon my lord ; but you must 
do neither. We have both good cause for our 
mlence." 

**I doubt it;" observed Cromwell bluntly. 
^'It is some fantastical notion of screening 
Stacey. Besides, your father would speak with 
her." 

" I thought I had the Lord General's promise," 
observed Eitzmauiice in a vexed tone. 

'' Let her go then I" said Cromwell in anger ; 
*' and if evil come of this &vor, the blame must 
rest with you. Colonel Falconer will give you no 
thanks ; and the guilty shall yet be punished, 
let them seek to evade me as they may." 

"I will bear all the blame, my lord ;" replied 
Maurice respectfully. 

" The Lord of hosts has preserved, and will 
ever preserve, and bless you," exclaimed the 
grateful Hagar ; pressing his hand to her lips. 

"Can I do aught beside for thee? Wilt 
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thou have money?" asked Maurice, speaking 
in so low a tone tibat others could not overhear. 

*^ Thanks for this kindness ; you shall see or 
hear from me this nighty or to-morrow," she 
replied in the same low tone ; and then darting 
down a passage was soon lost to view. 

" I would be jealous, pretty Mistress Edith ;" 
observed Cromwell discontentedly. 

''Not so, my lord; but grateful, when she 
learns that this good Hagar nursed me through 
a dangerous illness ; and was in peril of her life 
for my sake more than once," answered Fitz- 
maurice. 

''I like not mysteries;" remarked the Lord 
General moodily, as they passed on their way ; 
'' and I vrill fathom this," he added, in an imder 
tone. 
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CHAPTER VL 



In pursuance of Cromwell's orders^ messengers 
were despatched in every direction to track and 
follow the flying Stacey ; but expecting such a 
proceeding, the fugitive concealed himself in a 
thick wood some miles from London till the 
dose of day ; and then pursued his flight across 
the coimtry, choosing bye lanes and unfrequent- 
ed roads. 
For a time he continued his course with 
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uninterrupted speed^till the night became so dark 
that he coidd not see what path he took ; and 
he was compelled to walk his horse which began 
to show symptoms of weariness. It was then 
that all the horrors of his situation, real and 
imaginary, rose up against him. Before then he 
must be known to the world as he was : — the 
murderer of his trusting kinsman's wife — the 
would be murderer of that kinsman's only son, 
who stood between him and the heirship of im- 
mense estates. That he had paid another to 
do this, instead of using his own right arm, and 
that this other had failed in accomplishing the 
whole of his premeditated crime in years long 
since, for the purpose of wringing more money 
from his employer, and but lately through the 
watchful intervention of Hagar, could not be con- 
Bklered to lessen his guilt. He had devised and 
provided for the murder of mother and child ; — 
if the child had been spared it was against his 
will 5 and if this same child when grown to 
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manhood had iu^ixt es6aped his murderous 
designs, it was owing to no want -of skill or 
zeal in the plotter. No sooner had he ascer- 
%uned that Maurice Fitzmaurice was in truth 
the son, and consequent heir of his rich kins- 
man, supposed by Bryant to have perished in 
the ditch on the lonely moor, where he had 
thrown him for his own security, when flying 
from the of&cers of justice than David Frewen 
was engaged to watch and report his move- 
ments ; and this same Bryant hired to dog his 
steps, and take his life on the first convenient 
opportunity. 

That David Frewen was a coward as well as 
a knave was not the fault of Stacey ; and that 
Bryant's mother was pious and high-minded, 
though comparatively lowly bom, was another 
circumstance beyond his power to controL He 
had hurried from the yard at Amesbury to 
warn Bryant of Maurice's visit to Heytes- 
bury : — ^when private plots had failed, with the 
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aid of Tooker, he had schooled Dayid Frewen 
what to say^^produced letters and evid^ice 
against the youth that ensured his condemnation ; 
and fanned the anger of Cromwell and Falcondf 
into a fiercer flame. Grown doubtful from fre- 
quent failure he had prepared the forged order, 
and clothed Bryant in the Lord General's livery 
ready to act on any sudden emergency; and 
finally, when in danger of being thwarted by 
Hagar's interference, had given the word to— 
firel 

He had done all that man could do to destroy 
his young kinsman; but a higher power had 
turned his evil plots upon himself, in the very 
instant of his triumph ; and he, the secret foe, 
was the fugitive; whilst the young kinsman, 
agcunst whose life he had practised, was restored 
to his name— his kindred — and his fortune; 
beloved and respected by many. 

And for what had this siniul man so stained 
his soul with crime? That the wealtii of his 
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kind and trusting relative might hereafter pro- 
^de for the guilty and expensive pleasures in 
which he was accustomed secretly to indulge. 
Sui^xniyed, it might almost be said^ by die 
generous Falconer^ for his paternal property 
was very small^ and, judging firom his indiffe- 
rence to female society, that he would never 
marry, Stacey had coimted so certainly on 
becoming his heir, that his rage on his kins- 
man's marriage in middle age to (me to whom 
he had long been hopelessly attached, could 
only be exceeded by the dissimulation, through 
which he was enabled to retain the good opi- 
nion of Falconer and his lady; and thus the 
more securely plot against both. Some linger- 
ing feelings of compimction and gratitude to« 
wards his liberal and unsuspicious relative, and 
the belief that, careless of life, he would perish 
in the civil wars, had prevented his employing 
other means to hasten his deatL 

" That hated youth will live in luxury whilst 
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I fly for my life,^ he muttered^ gnasliing his 
teeth at the thought. '* Would that he had been 
engulphed in the abyss, or had perished on the 
moor^" he added, aiid curses burst from his livid 
lips. 

He started — ^for echo caught the words ; and 
in the silence of a stiUy night, those bitter 
curses seemed returned upon himself. He 
looked aroimd — he strove to pierce into the 
deep gloom before him; but in vain. The 
darkness was intense ; a black and moonless sky 
above — a dense and shadowless obscurity below. 
There was no moving object to be seen — ^no 
pathway to be traced — ^no sound, except a low 
and hollow murmur, as o£ the distant sea^ or 
of the coming storm amid a wood* 

He had lost his way — he had wandered he 
knew not whither; there was no one near 
whom he could question; and the silence and 
the darkness struck him as more than earthly, 
whilst the cold numbed his limbs. 
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Though the eye saw no object of fear his 
courage was cowed by a yague and growing 
terror. Every moment the silence and dark- 
ness grew more insupportable ; and he gave to 
that hollow murmur, which few ears beside 
would have distinguished, the voice of suffering 
and reproach ; and peopled the gloom with the 
figures of a lady and her child. Each instant 
the delusion grew stronger ; and his terror 
grew more intense, till that which he had 
merely fancied pressed upon him with all the 
force of a dreadful reality ; and he shuddered 
at the phantoms of an evil conscience and a 
weary frame. 

The moans of a mangled mother and her 
babe were ever ringing in his ear, with un- 
earthly distinctness; and the figures of the 
murdered lady and her son flitted on before 
with their ghastly faces, and glassy eyes, ever 
turned full upon him. If he stopped — they 
stopped too ; if he galloped on, still they were 
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there bedde his bridle, beckoning him to rtde 
£urter and faster; and all with a hateAil^ mock«> 
ing grin, that made him shake in every limb. 

It was — ^it must be mere delusion. He 
stopped, and passed his hand over his burning 
eye-balls to shut out the sight ; but all In vidn. 
He put his hands to his ears: but the moans 
still penetrated into his brain which seemed on 
fire. 

He paused to listen more intently ; and the 
sound of some one in pursuit, as his guilty con- 
science whispered, came clearly to him from 
the right. 

This at least was a real peril, and plunging 
his spurs into his horse's sides, he dashed across 
the country in an opposite direction, unknow- 
ing what impediments might lay in his path. 

On, on, he rode over a smooth short turf, as 
fiir as he could judge; the hollow moaning 
growing each step louder and louder ; and those 
ghastly figures still at his rein. The gallant 
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aniilial bore him for a while through the dark^ 
nefls swiiUj, and steadilj; then suddenly his 
fore feet seemed to find no resting place : he 
would have backed ; but it was too late. Down I 
down! down! went horse and rider; and still 
as they fell those phantom figures seemed to 
Stacey to be dragging him lower and lower; 
whilst that hollow murmur rose to a deafening 
roar ; and the screams of his dying horse rang 
in his ears, Hke the yell of rejoicing demons. 

What years of unspeakable agony did that 
sinful man appear to endure in that one single 
night, as he lay with mangled flesh, and broken 
limbs on the cold and desolate shore, with the 
high and precipitous cliff on his right; and tibe 
roaring, wintry sea on the left; and as the 
morning dawned — ^the gulls and the cormorants 
shrieking above him. 

When found by some fishermen late in the 
evening, he was a raving maniac ; and thou^ 
v 3 
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he lingered many days in unassuageable tor- 
tures, his reason was never restored. He died 
as he had lived a hardened sinner^ haunted to 
the last by the Blocking forms of those, whose 
death he had planned. His fearful end dwelt 
long in the minds of the fishermen^s wives; and 
the raving stranger was held forth as a warning 
to their erring sons. 

On the evening of the day succeedii^ that 
which had restored Fitzmaurice to his rights ; 
a swarthy, ill-looking man sat cowering over a 
fire in a wretched hovel, at the very outskirts 
of London, not then an overgrown capital as 
now. It was a dark, cold, and stormy night ; 
but ever between the gusts that swept through, 
and round, and over the wretched hut, threaten- 
ing to lay it even with the ground, that man 
might be seen to raise his head, and listen 
eagerly,^s though he waited for the coming of 
one who should have been there long since. 
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" You are late, mother/' he exclaiined, start- 
ing up &om the fire, as the latch was raised, 
and Hagar entered the room. 

** I am ; but I dared not come before ; for I 
have been watched and dogged ; and in spite of 
my care and various doublings I fear my steps 
have been tracked. So mount, and away, my 
son, ere thy foes come upon thee. Thy horse 
stands ready saddled in the shed." 

" But the money, good mother ; the money. 
Did he give thee the money, without which my 
flight were vain ?" 

" He did ; for he is kind and honorable ; and 
bade me tell thee never to come into this land 
again, for his father was hot against thee ; and 
for his mother's sake, he could help thee Ho 
more." 

" Hath he given thee much?" asked Bryant 
abruptly, holding out his hand for the gold, 
which his mother placed within it in silence, 
watching his countenance with intense anxiety 
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as he counted the sum^ by the light of the 
flickering candle. 

*^ Set not thy heart on gold^ my son ; it hath 
led thee and many into deadly sin;" said Hagar 
sol^nnly^ pained to mark how his eyes glistened 
at the sight. 

" The youth has been generous. Here is 
more wealth than I have ever gained by my 
evil deeds ; I will repent, and turn trader ; and 
thou shalt hear from foreign lands of the rich 
merchant Bryant** 

" Think not of making money, my son ; but 
of making thy peace with God ;" said the griev- 
ing parent, marking how the sin of avarice was 
succeeding to the sin of violence. 

** Time enough for that good mother. I am 
still strong and healthy. I will leave money in 
my will to build churches, and found hospitals." 

" Mock not an offended Gqd with offering 
that which thou canst not take with thee ; but 
oh ! my son, pray and repent, and offer what repara- 
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tion thou hast in thy power, whilst time 
is granted thee. Count not on years which 
thou mayest never see." 

*' Well, well, good mother; let me first pro- 
vide for the body ; and then see about the soul : 
thou wilt join me abroad. I do but wait for 
the coming of Frewen, who promised to meet 
me here, and then hey 1 for France or Holland, 
as the chance may be." 

" Wait not for him I" cried the anxious 
parent in alarm ; ^^he hath been closetted with 
the Lord General ; and is not one to be trusted. 
He sold himself to Tooker — to Stacey— to 
thee; and now I doubt not to Cromwell." 

" Ay, and was paid by none : each one who 
bought him, so much distrusting his honesty, 
as to defer payment till his work was finished," 
replied her son, with a loud laugh. " He will 
take Cromwell's money, and tell him something 
I doubt not ; but I too can bribe ; and thus 
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learn how to evade the Lord General's sconts. 
And here he cometL" 

" Trust him not T whispered Hagar earnestly^ 
ere Frewen could enter. 

'^ If false, let him look to it," replied her son 
in a tone that made her shudder, placing two 
loaded pistols within his belt as he s\\6ke. 

** Welcome, Master Frewen. But why so 
late ?" questioned Bryant of his visitor, whilst 
Hagar quitted the room* 

" I dared not come before, lest I should be 
followed, and thus betray thee; for the Lord 
General is furious. I peril my life to give thee 
warning ; and should be well paid for so doing,'' 
answered the subtle serving-man, glancing 
round the apartment, but not meeting the eye 
of his host ^ 

^^ Thou shalt be pidd, honest David, according 
to thy deserts ; doubt it not. But tell me which 
way shall I go to ei^pe my foes ?" 
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" Nay, nay, pay me first; and then I will tell 
thee: I have been cheated by Tooker ^d 
Stacey as it is." 

" Fly I fly, my son I The soldiers are with- 
out ; but the back way to the shed is still open/' 
cried the terrified Hagar, rushing back into the 
room. 

" Villain I Thou shalt be paid as I said," ex- 
claimed the infuriated Bryant, seizing the 
trembling Frewen ; and ere the cowering wretch 
could summon aid, or pray for mercy, a bullet 
had passed through his brain. 

He had sold himself for gold, and his pay- 
ment was death. 

Leaving Hagar gazing in speechless horror 
on the corpse, her son rushed out by the only 
way, which was still open to him ; but scarcely 
had he unloosed his horse and mounted, ere the 
soldiers were upon him, threatejmig death if he 
did not surrender on the instadiP 

If taken, he could^ave no hope of mercy, so 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



274 THE SECRET FOE. 

throwing down the first who would have laid 
hands upon him^ and discharging his pistol at a 
second^ he plugged the spurs into his horse^s 
side^ and endeavoured to burst through the line 
of enemies, who stood across his way. It was 
too late ! the orders that he should not , escape 
were peremjptory — the balls whizzed around 
him; and horse and rider fell to the ground, 
where the latter lay senseless and bleeding, for 
a time unconscious of his fate. 

Thanks to the intercessions of Maurice, who 
joined to his eloquent appeals in her behalf, a 
full recital of all the services which she had 
rendered him, poor Hagar was allowed, not 
only to see, but to nurse her suffering son in 
the prison to which he had been taken. 

After the first examination, his woimds had 
been pronounced incurable; but the surgeons 
added that he might linger long ; and he did 
linger day after day, as if in answer to his 
mother's earnest prayers, till bodily suffering- 
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the certjunty of speedy death — the exhortations 
of a pious minister^ and the grace of God 
touched his hardened heart ; and he learned to 
think of his manifold sins with shame and 
loathing, and to turn widi humble penitence to 
Him who alone can save. From his confession 
it appeared that debts and poverty, arising from 
spendthrift habits, and evil companions, for he 
was once owner of a small independence, had 
induced him to accede to Stacey's proposition 
to murder the wife and child of Colonel Fal- 
coner, towards whom he felt some grudge on 
account of a fancied wrong. The bribe was 
large ; and his mother being the nurse of the 
young heir, reduced to a menial situation through 
his extravagance, made the deed more easy, as 
he thus learnt that the lady was in the habit of 
walking in the grounds without a* male attend- 
ant. Watching his opportunity, when Hagar 
had been s^nt back to the house, and Mistress 
Falconer was walking with her baby in her 
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arms near the mouth of an old unfathomable 
mine : he threw her down so suddenly, that she 
had no time to call for aid; and then bore the 
boy away to another county ; where he had 
him reared as his own, though ever treating him 
coldly or cruelly. 

In the strict search made after his wife and 
boy, by the half distracted Falconer, the dead 
body of the former was discovered on a ledge 
of rock, some feet below the mouth of the 
mine ; and as a portion of her baby's frock was 
still held in her dying grasp, it was naturally 
supposed that the child had perished with its 
mother, though none were found bold enough to 
seek the cor{)se in the dark depths beneath. 

Hagar had shown much affection for her 
mistress and young charge; and there was 
nothing in th^ opinions of the many to hint at 
her haying had a share in their death ; but not 
so thought Colonel Falconer, who persisted in 
believing that to her carelessness, if nothing 
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worse^ his loss might be attributed ; and his 
consequent harshness^ joined to her own bitter 
grief, caused her confinement in a madhouse for 
many a passing year. 

On being restored to reason, and learning 
from her son, in an imguarded moment, that 
though the mother had died through him, the 
boy had neither perished in the mine, nor on the 
moor ; but, grown to«manhood, was still pur- 
sued by the deadly hatred of his false kinsman, 
it became the first grand object of her waning 
years to guard his life ; not so much from any 
lingering affection for her former nursling, as 
from her anxious desire to save her son from 
the commission of so dark a crime, in the faint 
hope of winning him to penitence before he 
died. 

For this she had dogged his steps ; and by 
the aid of some relatives thwarted his plans, 
without betraying him to justice ; — for this 
she had watched and prayed ; and her watching 
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and her prayers were rewarded; — and the tears 
that fell as she closed the eyelids of her son^ 
spoke not the bitter anguish of a mother^ but 
the gentle resignation of a christian. 

" I am come to grieve with thee, good Hagar^" 
said Maurice with a touching sympathy, taking 
the hand of the aged woman as she sat by the 
side of the open coffin, wherein lay the corpse 
of her son. • 

" Thou hast been over kind and considerate ; 
and so hath the maiden who is so soon to be- 
come thy bride ; and I am glad that thou art 
come, that I may say how much I thank thee ; 
for we shall not meet again on earth. May the 
Lord bless you both ; and grant you length of 
days, and shed his peace upon you," she added 
solemnly, raising her tearless eyes to the glis- 
tening ones of Maurice, for there was a some- 
thing in her silent, solemn sorrow that touched 
him, more than the wildest bursi^ of grief. 

" I thank thee, good Hagar ; and so shall my 
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Edith in person when we pay thee a visit in 
thy new home ; for we have provided thee a 
comfortable dwelling with fitting furniture." 

" What ! amidst all thy joy, and prosperity, 
have you and that fair maiden thought of the 
poor grieving, childless widow?" said Hagar 
with a faltering voice, 

" We were ingrates indeed to forget her, to 
whom we owe so mu6h," answered Maurice 
warmly, and with a voice still more unsteady 
than her own. 

** Ingrates ! and what are half the world ? 
You owe me little ; I did it not for thee, as 
much as for him who lieth there. Thou art 
kind indeed; and He who knoweth all will 
pour his blessings on you both ; such generous 
hearts bear their own balm against the ills of 
life; but I shall need no dwelling save the 
grave. You have done many things — do one 
thing more for me — the last that I shall ever 
ask. Place me beside him," she continued so- 
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lemnly^ pointkg to her dead son^ who lay cold 
and stiff in his death clothes before her ; for 
she had persisted in not having, the coffin closed. 
" Do it thyself^ lest another should prove false. 
It is a silly wish. I would not recal him to 
life if I could^ and yet I would rest beside him 
in the grave. Wilt thou not promise me." 

" Yes, yes, hereafter ; some years hence,** 
faltered the youth turning away from the earn- 
est gaze of those sunken eyes. 

" Not long years hence, but ere the week 
shall close," she answered in a tone that made 
her hearer shudder. " It is enough that you 
have promised — I shall now die content. I 
knew that we must part on earth, though not 
for long ; but then we parted with a hope to 
meet above. The Lord hath been merciful — 
very merciful — my prayer is granted ; and my 
work is done. Judge him not hardly," she con- 
tinued waving away a fly from the body, " He 
rei^entcd him of the evil he had done, though 
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late. Judge none severely — Grod only knows 
the trials that assail — ^the struggWof the heart. 
Now go I and may all good dwell with you." 

^* Nay, send me not away, for I am come to 
share thy watch with thee." 

" That cannot be — ^I watch alone. This is 
no place for joyous youth ; sorrow is swift to 
come, and none need take a step to meet it." 

Maurice remonstrated and pleaded, but in 
vain; Hagar was peremptory, and almost 
thrust him forth." 

" Bear blessings for thyself and bride," she 
said, raising his hand respectfully to her lips, 
" I shall go hence to-night," she murmured in 
an under tone. 

Those who first entered that room in the 
morning found Hagar sitting in' the same chair 
in which Maurice had seen her, with her eyes 
fixed as then on the coffin ; but those eyes were 
glazed; and Hagar wrs a corpse. Her spirit 
had passsed away during that lonely watch ; 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



282 THE 8ECBET FOE. 

and a placid smile bad replaced the worn and 
anxious look she bore when living. 

Maurice performed his promise ; and the 
mother and her son lay side by side. 

Though Colonel Falconer's woimd was in 
itself not dangerous ; yet owing to the previous 
shocks and subsequent excitement, it was many 
weeks before he was restored to health ; but 
with that former health came not his iormer 
spirit The lesson had been far too painful to 
be soon forgotten; his pride^his harshness 
were subdued; and the fierce and fiery 
fimatic became the humble, charitable christian, 
judging himself more hardly, than he judged of 
others. 

Nor had the lesson been without its effect on 
Cromwell ; who was so much touched by the 
conduct of Sir Edward Ferringham towards 
Maurice, and his silent sorrow for his son's 
defection ; that he exerted himself in that son's 
behalf, never resting till he had obtained his 
pardon. 
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Nor was Maurice less zealous in the cause of 
his early friend^ though grieved at his change ; 
and through his entreaties^ the Hydes were 
enabled to return to Heale^ without the fear of 
molestation^ though it was some months before 
Sir Edward, in spite of all his persuasions, 
would consent to receive Laura Tichbourne as 
a daughter, regarding her as the cause of 
Henry's perversion. But if Henry for the sake 
of his mistress had turned royalist so far as to 
aid the King in his escape, and pledge himself 
to take part in a plot for his restoration to the 
throne, no one could be more shocked than 
young Ferringham himself, on finding that this 
plot extended to the murder of Cromwell, and 
the accomplishment of their purpose by any 
means, however hateful. 

He had wisely been entrusted with only a 
portion of this plan ; and had unwisely pledged 
himself without further enquiries. The letter 
which had been brought against Fitzmaurice, 
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disclosing the whole scope of their designs, had 
never met his eye ; but had been ftimished by 
Tooker to ensure the condemnation of his rival ; 
whilst he and Stacey, his friend and confederate, 
were careful to avoid naming Ferringham, lest 
Sir Edward, by demanding further research and 
delay, should defeat their evil purpose with 
regard to his adopted son. 

If Laura Tichboume whilst unknown was 
only tolerated as a daughter-in-law, when known 
she was soon loved as a daughter; and even 
Cromwell, after a time, ceased to knit his brows 
when he encountered the mischievous little 
malignant, as he had termed her at first. 

True to his word, the Lord General showed 
Major EUerslie every possible courtesy, pro- 
curing his pardon as he had engaged ; and the 
reckless but high-minded royalist, touched by 
his generosity, and taught by a more intimate 
acquaintance, better to appreciate his character 
and talents, though he never held office under 
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the Protector, yet abstained with scrupulous 
honor from taking a part in any of the numerous 
cabals and plots against his person, or his power. 

The Warrens, too timid to return to England, 
though far too insignificant to have been molested 
had they done so, continued to reside abroad ; 
and Maurice and his Edith spent a portion of 
their honeymoon at Bulford, to the great delight 
of the worthy miller, whose services were ever 
remembered, and well rewarded ; as well as to 
the satisfaction of the honest villagers, by whom 
the bride was much beloved. 

" Would you like another dip in the carp 
pond ?" asked Edith archly, as resting on her 
husband^s arm they sauntered towards it on the 
morning after their arrival at Bulford. 

" The Lord General said truly ; I shall have 
much ado to hold you under my rule," replied 
Maurice Falconer, between mirth and confusion, 
as he thought of his many misadventures on 
that unlucky night* 
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'^ Attempt it not^ or I appeal to him for pro- 
tection, as I threatened," sud the laughing^ 
happ7 Edith, endeayouring to assume an air of 
defiance. 

"Then thus do I stop your complaints," 
replied the as happy bridegroom ; — and Edith 
talked no more of appeals to the Lord General 
for some hours to come ; and if she smiled, as 
when standing by the river's brink just without 
the iron gate, he spoke of his weary sojourn at 
the little hostel on the opposite bank ; and his 
watch from the old stone bridge, there was so 
much confiding, and grateful affection in the 
glistening eyes, which were turned upon him ; 
that he did but deem that smile so bright — so 
arch — the more enchanting for its touch of mis- 
chief. What need to tell that as time passed 
on, and his youthful enthusiasm a little cooled^ 
Maurice Falconer was obliged to con&se, that 
the Cromwell whom he had almost worshipped 
as a perfect, and unselfish patriot, would some- 
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times let his steps be turned aside by interest 
and ambition? Yet even when this became 
apparent to his more sober judgment, and he 
saw with regret that whilst Hampden had 
sought to raise all to his own high standard, 
his cousin to gain his ends, even when praise- 
worthy, would descend to the level of those be- 
neath him in mental powers and moral purpose, he 
could not but admire, almost with awe, themighty 
mind of this extraordinary man, whose intellect 
could grasp the vast and the minute ; and 
who from a poor, coimtry gentleman had risen 
by that might of mind alone, to be the ruler of 
a powerful realm, his demeanour ever increasing 
in dignity, as he advanced in station. If the 
Protector might be justly accused of usurping 
power, he used that power in the main tem- 
perately, keeping, as well as he could, the 
balance fairly adjusted between the contending 
sects, who wotdd otherwise have rent the coun- 
try to pieces with their violence — maintaining 
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the stream of justice pure, save in some rare 
instances^ where his own prerogative was called 
in question, and encouraging learning, and the 
arts^ by favors and pensions bestowed on the 
professors of both. To him the Protestants 
throughout Europe looked up for protection — 
the persecutions of the Waldenses by the Duke 
of Savoy were checked by his interference — 
their sufierings alleviated by his L*emittances — 
the treasures of Spain were seized by English 
sailors, under the command of the gallant 
Blake — Holland admitted England's sovereignty 
over the sea — towns on the French coast were 
ceded to Great Britain ; and Cardinal Mazarine 
who called Cromwell when dead a *^ fortunate 
fool," trembled at his word, and obeyed him 
while alive. 

If Cromwell was an usurper, as Voltaire said 
"he was one worthy to reign;" and when 
Maurice and his Edith saw the flood of sin and 
profligacy that spread over the land on the 
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restoration of Charles ; and marked the open 
insults offered to the poor Queen^ and the little 
estimation in which England was held in foreign 
lands, thej thought with regret of the moral 
court, and powerftd rule of the Protector, con- 
vinced in spite of many faults — **That take 
him all in all they ne'er should look upon his 
like again." 



VOL. in. 
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If any one should venture to hint that * Oliver 
Cromwell,' an Historical Komance, having but 
lately appeared, it would have seemed wiser and 
hmnbler to choose another subject; I answer 
that Cromwell is not the hero of my book ; and 
that the materials for my tale were collected 
long before that was even announced. More- 
over that exceedingly clever, and spirited work, 
might rather be termed historical sketches than 
a romance, whilst in my story, the Lord Gene- 
ral appears more in a domestic, than political 
or military character 

Should a second critic maintwi that * Wood- 
st^ ' having treated of the adventures of 
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Charles after the battle of Worcester, I should 
have considered the ground as already occupied, 
and not presumed to touch on that which had 
been already so skilfully handled, I beg to ob- 
serve that the King never was either in or near 
Woodstock ; and that the whole of his adven- 
tures as related in that work, are purely imagi- 
nary, without the slightest historical foundation. 
Devoted admirer as I am, and always have been 
of Sir Walter Scott, the idea of my entering 
into competition with that master of romance, 
would appear far more preposterous in my eyes 
than the robin seeking to rival the eagle. 

If a third objector should ask, why fix on 
Charles Stuart's adventures at Heale, instead 
of his adventures any where else ; I reply, that 
some years of my happy childhood (the only 
portion of my life imolouded by misfortune) 
were passed at Bulford ; and the old house with 
its shrubbery, and laurel dumps, and canal, and 
carp pond, and ugly pigeon house, were always 
remembered with a sigh of affection, accompa- 
nied by a longing desire to look upon them all 
again. And when last May this desire waft 
gn^fied, and I foimd myself once more upoa 
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those free and open dovme^ that I had loved so 
much of yoie» bounding on foot or on horse- 
back over the shorty green turf^ the freshness 
and the brightness of my childhood seemed to 
return, at least for a time^ and the rapturous 
song of the laiks, as they soared above with 
quivering wing, woke an answering chord with- 
in the hearty that I had thought was grown too 
cold and sad to feel a thrill of its former joy. 
It was a pleasure to writ9 of the old place, and 
make it the abode of such a pure, hi^i-minded 
being as Edith EUerslie; whilst Heale from 
having been purchased by a near relative be- 
came naturally endowed with an interest, which 
it would not otherwise have possessed. 

Bulford is described as it was some few years 
back, not exactly as it is at this day ; and I 
would take this opportunity of thsmking its 
present courteous owners for the not mere po- 
liteness, but real kindness with which they 
entered into my feelings, when I requested per- 
mission to roam through the garden, though, 
thanks to the weather, I arrived in such a 
^ questionable shape,' that they might well have 
been excused for not speaking to it I would 
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also render thanks to those kind friends, who 
^mished me with books and information. 
XThat none may be misled as to what is his- 
tor3\ and what is fiction in my tale, (if there is 
any diS^rence between them, which I am often 
led to doubt) I beg to say that Charles's unex- 
pected arrivai at Heale on Monday the sixth of 
October, attended by Colonel Philips; his 
dress, and mingled awkwardness and forward- 
ness — ^his receiving wo larks instead of one — 
his sogoorn the next c^^y at Stone Henge, where 
he counted the stones — his return to Heale 
that night — ^his being waited on by Mistress 
Hyde and her sister ; and his departure on the 
thirteenth, are all to be found ia print, which is 
about as much as can be said for the best esta- 
blished historical facts. As to the search during 
his sojourn at Heale, and the box on the ear, I 
can only say I heard it ; and as to his adven- 
ture on the downs with the robbers and Fitz- 
maurice — I fancied it — or dreamt it. 

The Manor House at Maddington, which is 
such as I have described it, belonged to the 
Tooker family at the date of my story; but 
the character of Captain Tooker is purely ima- 
ginary. 
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A happy new year to all my friends^ and I 
know not that I have any foes ; and may they 
not grow weary of reading, as I have groirJn 
weary of writing. Farewell. ^ 

January 1st, 1841. ^ 



/ 



lEltP. 



T. C. Newby, Printer, AngeV Hill, Bury. 
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